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FOREWORD 


In recent years the art of the poet has been sadly 
neglected, if not altogether ignored. But poetry is 
needed by a world that longs for beauty, peace and 
tranquility. Poetry reaches the heart and touches 
our lives in a way no other form of expression can. 
It bestows on the world a glimpse of the sublime 
which might never have been seen if not through 
the eyes of the poet. 


This book is a means of giving novice poets the 
opportunity to share their creative thoughts with 
you. We know that novice poets especially, must be 
given a chance to express their creativity if we are 
to keep poetry alive for future generations. We 
hope you will euloy the poems we have selected 
and that your life will be richly blessed by the 
warmth and sincerity that is abundant throughout 
these pages. 


LETTERS 


I shuffle through Nana’s letters one by one, 
Watching her life. 

See her garden behind the small house, 
Smell the baked potatoes 

And the chicken in the oven. 

Hear the snap of beans from her garden, 
And the "ping" as they hit 

The bottom of the colander. 


| watch her pull her sweater up 

Over her aging shoulders; 

Hear the high broken laugh, 

See her blue eyes wrinkle and 
Sparkle above her smiling mouth. 
Feel her warm bony weathered hands 
Surround mine with a loving 

Shake and a pat. 

She would chuckle and respond with 
"Yes ..." as she would adjust the saliva 
In her mouth between ideas to share of 
Questions to ask. 


As the dates on her letters grow more present 
I see her handwriting grow shaky, 

Her words become larger and the 

Sentences more compact. 

And then the letters end - 

Unable to continue holding the pen, 

Sorting the ideas. 

With time and distance love became 

Our only contact. 


At the completion of her life, 
Carefully laid with her husband, 
Our contact remains love. 


I see her in my sentences, 

Hear her in my laugh, 

Trust her in my endeavors, 

Give her when | love. 

And when | pay close attention, she is there, 
Shining back at me, 

Loving through the looking glass. 


- Gail S. Green 


FLOWERS 


A flower is dead in the world today, 

No water the clouds will grant it to live. 
Dead, wilted and torn the flower will lay, 
No love from the sun will ever it give. 


A flower who gave her beauty to all, 
She smiled at the world, at strangers and friends. 
She brightened the lives of those whom she saw, 
Then her life came to a terrible end. 


More flowers will grow, the sun will still shine, 
The clouds will grant rain for the flowers to grow. 
The birds will sing, everything will be fine, 

And signs of new life will begin to show. 
Happiness every new flower will bring, 

Like each new day in the season of spring. 


- Jackie Harner 


ACTIONS 


Actions are the criteria, 

The standard, and the norm; 
A prototype and example 

A model, or a form. 


So no matter who we think we are, 
Or try hard to impress; 

Our actions will betray us, 

And we'll be subject to redress. 


Unless we are sincere and true, 
And striving for perfection; 
Our actions will belie us, 

And prove our indiscretion. 


They are the mirrors of our soul, 
And expose our inner self; 

They return to us - what we expend 
Be it poverty, or wealth. 


Sometimes the poorest are the richest 
If the treasures they possess 

Are love and understanding, 

’Cause these treasures are the best. 


- Virginia Graham Hargenrader 
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DID YOU TAKE TIME 


Did you take time to say hello 
to one you met today, 

Or did you stay in your small world 
as you journeyed on your way. 


Did you take time to lend a hand 
to one with a heavy load, 

Or did you hurriedly pass on by 
and continue down the road. 


Did you take time to wipe a tear 
from a tiny face so small, 

Or did you just close your heart 
and not see him at all. 


Then when sorrows weigh you down 
and you cry "oh, why don’t you see," 
The answer pierces deep within - 
you didn’t have time for me. 


- Ann Taylor 


CHILDHOOD - 1940’S 


Rotten beans in dirty jars; 

(Grass - actually) 

"Canned" in imitation of 

Mother’s autumnal chore. 

Birthday cakes with bright blue frosting; 
The cooks themselves bespattered 
Both with mud and scrapings from 
Some old discarded can of paint. 
Sun-bleached heads and giggles; 
Water splashing - running quickly 
Lest the horse come home to drink 
And find two strangers in his trough. 
Tattered dresses dripping puddles 

In the dust; muddy footprints 
Decorate the barren floor. 

Dirt, unnoticed on the face, 
Becomes the pillow’s new decor. 
Two tousled heads asleep as one; 

O child, o child of poverty, 

So ends another day of fun! 


- Sharon Rudolph 


ALL BUT SAID IN WORDS 


If all | had to give you, could be all 
but said in words... 

To accept without question and know 
without doubt... 

That there is a love that can exist, 
provided you allow it. 

To accept without question and know 
without doubt that when | say I love you, 

It is all but said in words... 


- Helen J. Hatfield 


THE LETTERS IN YOUR WORDS 


Y did you hurt me with the letters in your words? 
U never dotted your i’s or crossed your t’s 

i never could distinguish your q’s from your g’s 
nor your b’s from your d’s 


U hurt me with the letters in your words! 


U never wrote "i love u" with a capital 1 

and there never was salt in your tears when u’d cry 
How could u live with those lies when u die 

or sing me a comforting lullaby 


Y did u hurt me with the letters in your words? 


U were never on top of your p’s and q’s 
U always left me feeling used and abused 
--Me? just victimized by my own unstable views. 


U hurt me with the letters in your words! 


leaving me to recover from that which was absurd 
I'll use the dots that you've never given me 

and the lines that never crossed your t’s 

And I'll never confuse your q’s with your g’s 

nor your b’s with your d’s 


and I'll always wonder 
how did you cry 

with unsalted tears and 
no capital i 


- Shinette Y. Smith 


SUNSET 


Shades of red and gold fill the air 

As the sun slides down without a care. 
The day is coming to an end 

For the sun’s no longer overhead. 
Sunshine’s replaced with dark and gloom 
For control has gone from sun to moon. 


- Andrea Schmidt 


MY MOTHER AND MY GRANDSON 


I stand between them 

My fragile mother, now ninety-four 
And this latest gift from God, 

My grandson, just opening life’s door. 


Mother’s life was always hard 

Of nine children, I am the last. 

She buried her husband, and two sons, 
Her parents and brothers, in the past. 


She was always there for us 

During the long years of her life. 

She taught us to be honest and strong, 
In the face of adversity and strife. 


Now her eyes are dimmed with age, 
Her strong body grown thin and frail. 
Her mind is clearer than her sight, 
Her independent spirit will never fail. 


Little grandson has just turned one. 
He stands sweetly beside her knee. 
Her hand caresses his pretty face, 
She wonders what his life will be. 


She replies softly to his baby words, 

Their laughter sings love’s song. 

They span those many years between, 

His just beginning, and hers are nearly gone. 


| stand between them 

Stronger than either one, just now. 

I dearly love this toddling child, 

For my mother’s love taught me how. 


- Rose Anne Phillips 


AIR CASTLE 


She was a sanctuary 

And the sunset’s glow 

A lucid visionary 

Spiritually endowed 

Who sang of distant union 
And the parting day 

As well as all the good things 
Sacrifice creates 


She wept in desperation 
For I failed to see 

The future’s celebration 
Awaiting her and me 
When wisdom would unite 
With palpitating heart 
And laughter would us find 
Embraced in tender charm 


- Joseph J. De Salvo 


WASTED WISH 


I was once offered a single wish 
I was asked what it could be 
My wish was for sight 

I wanted to really "see" 


The time I waited was less than a day 
It took less than an hour 
For the fog to fade away 


The things I viewed were really raw 

It tore my heart the things I saw 

I saw death in the alleyways 

Rape in the home 

What happens when you do not pay 
Dying alone 

I saw the fall of love and peace and hope 
Death in the fields 

An innocent man at the end of a rope 
And what man’s destruction builds 


I asked the granter of my wish ... 
What all this could be ... 

"Why you silly child," he said, 
"This 1s Reality." 

- Jereamy Gray 
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‘Wethe He te ae He ae 


I watch the city come alive 

its heart beats slow and builds 
Some step out to greet the day, 
some stand, as if to will 

the day to pass. 

No act to mark the time 

While I choose still 

to greet the light with thought, 
perhaps a rhyme 

The city sounds its symphony, 
who leads this mighty band? 
Does some conductor raise his arm 
and lead, to fevered pitch 

once more, the music 

of our land. 


- William A. Ryan 


MADRIGAL 


Through glass stained red and gold 
Through other worlds 
Through the eyes of a child 
Through windswept turns and folds 
I reach 


And within my grasp , ran 
Are the ancient foundations of inspiration 
The lineage of creation 


Within my grasp 

Are the sleeping melodies of 
Music heard by none 

Lyrical verse of messages 
Never before sung 


I reach 
And take hold 
Transform the very elements 
Of these timeless equations 
Into movement 
Emotion 
Sound 


Into song 
- Virginia Lynn Rudolph 
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INNOCENCE 


An innocent child with 
eyes full of wonder, 
few cares in the world, 
thoughts all asunder. 


Bright eyes shine at 
the sight of a toy, 
and a teddy bear hug 
brings squeals of joy. 


Innocent, loving, and 

oh so pure, independent 
and strong but still 
slightly unsure. 


Lead this child in the 
ways he should go, 

and in his precious life 
rich rewards he will sow. 


- Julie Gazave 


COLD DAY IN THE VALLEY 


Winter time is nearly here, 

as day and time and weather show, 
And all the beauty of this land 
stands out with a glow. 


The mountain stands majestically 
as sculptured by the Lord, 

And in the valley with the trees 
stands a shivering - yellow rose. 


Now while we’re waiting for the snow, 
we're shining up our skates, 

And watching all the wildlife 

as it passes by the lake. 


We're hoping all the people 
have a happy winter’s day, 
And enjoy the Holiday season 
that’s directly in our way. 

- Harry H. (Frosty) Frost 
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IMMORTAL LOVE 


Instituted as an emblem of honesty in sincere devotion 

And thus following an ethical and eloquent sublimation 

To chose a soliloquy of interesting and endeared combinations 

And surround it with gracious and friendly collections 

Of illustrated harmony and in subtle coordination of lazy 
persuasion 

Being a creation by encirclement through propriety and including 
fabulous society 

To love and be loved as a sweet treasury of honored proportion 
and conditions 

These things transcend to each and everyone and are not 
created by man’s simplicity 

Hence being placed to edify the overflowing feeling of 
tranquility 

Changing never in the classification of obsessions 

Nor leaving the charm of love perfected by acquiesced 
rendering. 


- Barbara E. Gilmore 


THE DOLLHOUSE 


Somewhere between dawn and dusk 
about the hour of midnight 

a visionary creature 

had given me quite a fright 


the creature made war on me 
it was raining on my town 
but I am a patient man 

now | have this stanza down 


it was a structured creature 

it had body and a form 

if it broke the rules once more 
it'd be keeping with its norm 
creature born of twilight time 
your years are ever so lean 
you will stand the test of time 
and see before you are seen 


- Blaine A. Jones 
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BRASS AND TEARS 


They go so quickly, 
The days and the years, 
And | am sickly, 

And full of fears. 


Where has my pou gone? 
Where are my boys? 

They went when my wrinkles came, 
And left me their toys. 


I expected life to become brighter, 
My worries to diminish, 

But it’s only grown gloomier, 

And I’m close to the finish. 


They go so quickly, 

The days and the years, 

And they never turned golden, 

What is left - tarnished brass and tears. 


- Marilyn E. Gould 


TOGETHER AS ONE 


Now is the time 

our bond will begin 
Three as One 

You, I, and HIM. 


Sharing our lives 
in heavenly grace 


Lug each oy 
seeking HIS face. 
With a love so true 
I’m thanking God above, for 


Handing us this gift 
of an undying love. 


So here, I stand before you, 
the moment has come, 

We shall stand, everlasting 
TOGETHER AS ONE. 

- Rebecca Vi Clark 


14 


THE RENEWAL 


Beneath the snow the seedling 
Trembles with sheer delight 
Awaiting the moment its branches 
Will dance in the warm sunlight. 


The sun shines bright in the azure sky 
And warm on the earth below 

The sun shines warm on my lonely heart 
As | watch the seedling grow. 


How many times will the seedling spring 
From winter’s clutch of cold 

How many times will my saddened heart 
Yearn for lost loves of old. 


Nature renews her endless line 

As each season does unfold 

My love lives on till the end of time 
Through future lives untold. 


- Rena Hewitt 


WARM WINTER 


After the dance we walked outside 
Feeling October’s nip in the air 

Our tender embrace drove the chill away 
It’s going to be a warm winter. 


A late December night we were alone, 

Skating on the pond and singing Christmas carols 
Gliding together and apart and together again 
It’s been a warm winter. 


We went to the slopes in January 

My favorite ski instructor and | 

Enjoyed a sport we both love 

We stayed warm riding the lift together. 


In February we danced again 

Cold weather and warm feelings merged 

As we walked out into a sparkling snowy night 
It was a warm winter. 


- Virginia Vaill Foster 
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SECRET FRIEND 


Trickling brook, still of night, 
Where I bring my secrets. 
Whispering to the moon’s white light 
To the sound of the crickets. 


There in the stillness lie my desires -- 
Truths that go unspoken. 
Here my deepest dreams transpire; 
My secrets now are broken. 


Mother Nature kindly pushes -- tell her more 
With soft breeze gently nudging. 
So thoughts untold I obediently pour; 
No longer am | begrudging. 


Those hopes and dreams, | wish not tell -- 
To fall on human ears. 
But there by brook all is well, 
I vanish all my fears. 


- Dawn Michel Ryan 


MEMORY’S PATH 


I took a trip this morning 

Down life’s memory lane 

Following footpaths of yesterday 

And found things were much changed. 


The old homestead partly blown away 
Leaving rundown sheds and barns 

But a beautiful white new house 
Gracing the long cherished farm. 


There were happy children playing 

Just as we did years before 

And I knew as I| watched from a distance 
That love was there as of yore. 


God’s plans for worldly changes 

Are often hard to accept 

But the path | traveled this morning 
Was a joy for only myself. 


- Ava Irons 
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WOMAN 


Come unto me, Lover and Friend 
With open arms and heart full of passion 
Embracing you as we drift into blissful sleep 


Inhaling your scent, my mind reels 
Touching, aye, the touching brings unto me a thousand quivers 
Your touch heals, your gaze soothes while your words flatter 


eae is not enough for you, I bleed my heart to win your 

esire 

Catching the luminescent tears of your sorrow, they fall into 

my hands of compassion 

Comparing perfection unto itself, | place the rose on the 
pedestal by your feet 


| am Day and you, the Night 

Existence without each other is impossible 

For one to rise the other must fall, being One is a fleeting 
dream of consequence 


- Andre T. Soly 


SPRING 


As I look out my window 

And see the sun shining, 

But still | hear the wind whining 

Not quite ready to depart, 

So I try to quiet my heart. 

And wait for another day, 

When Madam Spring will come to stay. 
And bring along the flowers of May. 
Spring is the new awakening, 

Of all the buds on the trees, 

The grass in the yard. 

Daffodils, jonquils, crocus 

Are blooming with much profusion, 
So I'll go work in my garden and 

Join in all this confusion, 

With thanks in my heart 

For all the blessings 

That God has showered upon us, 
And given us this wonderful solution. 


- Eula B. Steenbergen 
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A MOTHER 


A mother is made from a special mold 

And has a heart that is pure gold. 

Her eyes sparkle like the stars above 

And her arms open wide with her sweet love. 


A mother hears your first word when you talk 
And she is there when you learn to walk. 
She’s there to comfort you when you cry 
And she always dries the tears from each eye. 


A mother will help yor grow big and strong 
And teaches you what is right or wrong. 

She listens to your prayers every night 

And tucks you in bed and turns off the light. 


A mother watches you when you're at play 
And cares for you more and more each day. 
She has her own very special way 

To let you know she loves you every day. 


- Gloria Schaffer 


SISTERS FOR LIFE 


We are sisters apart 
Yet so close at heart 
We are so different 
Yet so much alike 


We are leaves in the wind 
Drifting our own way 

Yet the roots here connect us 
However far we stray 


| have so much I want to say 

But the words are hard to find 

And | find my thoughts slipping away 
To another time..... 


| am remembering two little girls 
Lost in the shadows of years gone by 
Two little girls... 

Who are sisters for life 


- Alice Faye McLemore 
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MY RAINBOW 


One day | saw a rainbow bright, 
Beyond the clouds of morning light 

So majestic in a sky of blue, 

Such precious colors, such lovely hues. 


There was orange and red, and yellow and green, 
The most beautiful colors I had ever seen. 
Through billowy clouds, my rainbow peered,’ 
For the storm was over, the sky had cleared. 


There it was, way up high, 

A great wide ae across the sky. 

How I marveled at this splendid sight, 

That stood so brilliant, in that morning light. 


Such beauty there, for all to see, 

But I felt as though it was just for me. 
That day I saw God’s Heavenly Light, 
My Lord gave me a rainbow bright. 


- Kimberly S. Copps 


WINGED MESSENGERS 


Winged messengers in the sky 
keep them company by the sea. 
Settled down on quilted sand 
as the sun warms the land. 


Winged messengers in the sky 
careening, reeling to the sea. 
Looking for the silver fish 
wonder if they know their wish. 


Winged messengers in the sky 
risen from the eternal sea. 
Catch a glimpse above the tide, 
an earthbound pair side by side. 


Winged messengers in the sky 
skimming smoothly o’er the sea. 
At this haven on the shore 

They were lost in sweet amour. 
- Rob McKeone 
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FLASHES OF TIME 


Like the warm sand, falling through my fingers, 
Time slips away, it never lasts or lingers. 
Yesterday’s memories flowing through the breeze, 
Rocking, rolling like ships on the seas. 


Each self must listen in silence, forever feeling the hush, 
Children coming and going - always in a rush. 

As the baby feet go strolling through the mind, 

They grow so fast - praying they will be kind. 


As the northern lights flex their hue 

My heart feeling, and missing you, 

Where the winter smells hang on the trees, 

I recall spring, flowers, and the busyness of bees. 


There’s rainbows in the meadow, moonlight on the seas, 
The love inside growing evermore with ease. 

All these silent moments in my mind. 

God is forever, in all time. 


- Carla Steven B. Marley 


NOT YET THE END 


Lord everyone is scared, 
Our leaders call for war. 
This is not yet the end, 
Your people are still here. 


You tell us in Your word, 

You'll take us out of this world. 
You won't let Satan step forth, 

Until we reach heaven’s shore. 


When we get home with You, 
All things will be new. 

We won't need anything, 
We'll be with You, our King. 


To get us to comply, 

Satan will always try, 

If we don’t take part in sin, 
With You we'll live in the end. 


- Loretta Clark 
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AUTUMN 


Miss Fall is painting. 
The splashed countryside reflects 
Her own abstract dreams..... 


- Cherylanne Pastorel 


AN END 


On the verge of escaping reality 
Life all seems but a dream 

But propriety crashes down on me 
As evening locks the door. 


About to open a window, 

nearly crawling through, 
Almost at the gateway 
But I knew | didn’t know what to do 
As chance did crash upon the floor. 


There’s a stairway reaching heavenward 
There’s a moonbeam all alone 

I fly as freely as a bird 

But my body moves no more. 


Momma, let me go outside 
Let me go away 

I knew at once that I had died 
As my heart did soar. 


My soul took wing and | did fly; 

I flew alone. 

I didn’t cry. 

And | flew alone. 

That’s all there was, no peace, no sound 
No one else 

Nothing could be found. 

What else is there in the deep unknown? 
My heart did cease though thoughts thought on 
No one was sorry I was gone 

I was there with my thoughts alone 

And I was sorry | had flown. 

- Amy D’Alema 
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HARSH WORDS 


When harsh words are spoken 
Hearts begin to fall, 
And love starts to deteriorate 
Like paper on a wall! 


Why these words are spoken 
I just can’t explain, 

But all too often 

Names are used in vain! 


And when feelings 

Are worn upon a sleeve, 
Harsh words that are spoken 
Cause these hearts to grieve! 


And pretty soon, water forms 

In the pupils of your eyes, 

And before long, right or wrong 
Your love slowly dies! 


- S. Truett Waldrop 


TO FAMILY AND FRIENDS 


In this time of anger and sorrow let us 
find solace 
May we all remember that he is not alone 
For he is with God, he has found another home 
At this time let us pray he rests in comfort 
And that one day we may join him there 
For he was loved and in our hearts will 
always be here 
l ask God: Give us strength, courage and 
the will to carry on 
So with you as loving family and us as 
caring friends 
May we see this as a beginning and not an end 
We may ask why - we may never comprehend 
this loss 
... But in passing, let him be assured 
of one thing 
Here on earth we will keep him close to 
our hearts 
Though broken now - in spirit he will 
never part. 


- Keith Donnelly 
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THE HEART OF A ROSE 


By cold steel I live 
for the heart of a rose I shall die 
to gain thy hand the world I would give 
and my soul I would lose to see you never cry 
save those the tears of kindness 
and let these not go to waste 
let my hand your cheek caress 
for only once can you know love’s sweet taste 


By cold steel I live 
and by my own hand shall I die 
for though the world was mine to give 
tears did well within her eye 
while endless searching built a wall 
my soul was helpless and did grieve 
for no tears of kindness could fall 
and love will die from the caress it will never receive. 


- John P. Hazen 


MOTHER’S TEARS 


Mother’s tears are precious 
and dear 

For her child she holds 
near 

Her tears are shed from 
day one 

For the birth is only 
one 

Someday soon the child 
is grown 

But mother’s tears are 
never gone 


- Polly Barbee 


WINTER PEARL 

Feathery crystals fall without sound, 

Changing the earth when touching the ground, 
Forming a pearl where everything’s bound. 

- Cynthia L. Wells 
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TRAITOR 


little daisy, 
how innocent you seem. 
one would never guess 
how many hearts you have broken 
by having one extra petal 
and making 
one girl’s anxious wishes dissolve 
to "he loves me.... 
not". 


- Lynda Powers 


SAFETY AROUND THE BEND 


I’ve been that little house that sat by the sea, 
As the angry waves beat at my door, 

And I've felt life’s bitter elements overcome me, 
worse than ever before. 


I've seen daylight turn to darkness in the middle 

of the day. 

And I became afraid that | might suddenly lose my way. 
Afflicted by a torment that would not let me go, 
Gripped by fear, and afraid to let it show. 


As a bird tries to find shelter from the winds 

of the oncoming storm, 

In search of a timely protection to save and keep 
from all harm. 


The winds of adversity blow strong at my frame, 
and swiftly turn me around, 

I stumble and fall, but get up again, 

knowing, | cannot stay down. 


Victory is gained by the faith in knowing, 
In due time deliverance will come. 

And I can see thru my tears as I’m going, 
as slowly I trudge my way home. 


And just as my ship sails the sea of life, 

I can feel that safety within, 

For I know without fail, His word will prevail, 
and there’s safety around the bend. 

- Jacqueline E. Drake 
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WHEN IT WAS (THE FAMILY MASK) 


When it was as it was in the beginning, 

All was safe and sound and content. 

When it was as it was in the mid-change, 

All was shaken and disrupted and lost. 

When it was as it was in the awakening, 

All was corrupt and destructive and hopeless. 
When it was as it was in the realization, 

All was as it was in the beginning, 

Hidden, without security, and a lie. 


- Robyn L. Payton 


THE OTHER CINDERELLA 


The party is 
a great success 


but the guests 
are made of stone 


while I stand 
on the threshold 
once again alone. 


There is not one 
who seeks me out 

to offer any greeting. 
My anxious heart 
without a doubt 
reminds me time 

is fleeting. 


I have become 
unsettled 


on the outside 
looking in 


waiting 
always waiting 
for the music 
to begin. 


- Jocelyn Adler 
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THINGS TO SEE 


The light of the sun in the blue of the sky 

The flash of color as a bird wings by 

The look of wonder on a child’s face 

The beautiful world with all in place 

The moon on the water in a stream nearby 

The flit of a butterfly up toward the sky 

The whiteness of clothes as they blow on the line 
The wind as it bows the oak or the pine 

The sunset at evening, night drawing nigh 

A world of beauty for everyone’s eye. 


- Helen B. Hobson 


GOD’S GREATEST GIFT 


A little baby long ago 
Came to earth as we all know. 
In a manger for a bed, 
Mary lay his little head. 
He wasn’t clad in royal robes 
But lay content in swaddling clothes. 
His mother Mary and Joseph, mild 
Watch in wonder at this child. 
While angels proclaimed his holy birth, 
Bringing glad tidings of "peace on earth." 
The wise men came as they were told 
Bearing their gifts of precious gold. 
This child grew in wisdom 
The Bible tells us so. 
No guile was found in his mouth 
This young man of long ago. 
The world’s perfect example of love untold 
A story ever new, that never grows old. 
From the manger to the cross 
A crown pierced his head. 
"My God, my God," he cried. 
Soon he was dead. 
The grave wouldn’t hold him 
The prophets foretold. 
He came forth glorified, his love untold. 
So crown him, my friends, lord of your life 
He’ll safely lead you through trials and strife. 
He came to free us from an awful curse, 
He’s King of Kings, Lord of Lords, 
And Master of the Universe. 


- Mable Long 
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Sie He he ae ae He alee 


With all the good 
There comes the bad 
For all the happy 
There’s always sad 
From the worst 

To the very great 
The deepest love 
The deepest hate 
The tears of joy 
The cries of sorrow 
For each today 
There is tomorrow 


- Lynette Medonich 


A LETTER TO A VERY SPECIAL FRIEND 


Once in your life you come across 
a very special friend, 

A friend who'll always listen 

to hear where you have been 


A friend who’ll be there night or day, 
who’s concerned enough to stay; 
and when you feel alone and lost 
will help you find your way 


A friend who'll always share a thought 
how trivial it may seem, 

but sharing how you both may feel 
will give each self esteem 


A friend who’ll never judge you; 
who'll be there through the years 
and never criticize your choice, 
but share its joys and tears 


A friend who'll stand beside you 
to help you fight your cause, 
and when the battle’s over 

give you a big applause 


And, should we go our separate ways 
our friendship will not end, 

for you will always be to me 

that very special friend 

- Rose Marie Robaldo 
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I NEED LOVE 


I need love. 

I love to watch the stars above. 

The sky gives me so much peace. 
All my troubles automatically cease. 
It’s the only peace that | can find 

In this troubled world with the worries on my mind. 
God, please help me find a place 

To be happy in a special space. 

You know my prayers and my woes. 
Tell me how the road goes. 

I need peace and I need love, 

It can only come from above. 


- Margie Mattson 


OUR LOVE 


Our love is as sure as a spring 
Flowing gracefully and continually 
Never hesitating a moment. 


Our love is like sunshine 
Keeping us warm from day to day 
Radiating to all around us. 


Our love stems from the heart 
Pumping deeper meanings 
Blooming forever. 


Our love is like a tree 
Standing tall and proud 
Forever growing. 


Our love is the ocean 
Holding hidden secrets 
That only two can share. 

Our love is like the moon 
Putting light on darkest moments 
Always rising. 

Our love is space 
Containing many things 
Never ending. 

Our love is the universe! 

- Barbara Kinney 
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DARKNESS 


Hail to the darkness 
Learn to love the night 
Staring at the stars 
Don't try to fight 
What the night brings 
Could be magic 

What the darkness brings 
Could be tragic 

Let’s take control 

Let’s take our toll 

Hail to the darkness 
Learn to love the night 


- Mark Zammit 


CHURCH AND STATE 


The relentless winter wind 

cracks its whip 

and punishes his naked face 

with icy lacerations. 

He rubs life into half-open eyes with grimy knuckles, 
as the polluted city rain 

bleeds over the brim of his felt hat 

and down through the labyrinth of stubble 

he’s acquired through negligence. 

Incoherent mumbling echoes off of the cold brick walls, 
as they close in and wrap their dankness around him, 
turning the tiny alleyway into a 

cursed mausoleum for the undead. 

It is no warmer inside. 

A terrifying insanity infects the mind, 

while bitterness and misguided hatred 

battle to see which of the two 

shall rule his heart with its evil blackness. 


The picture of our noble first president 
lands awkwardly in a puddle at his feet, 
and he looks up in time to see 

another guilty conscience scurrying away 
with the false feeling of redemption. 
Staring with disgust at the 

soggy green mass of disintegrating pity, 
he produces a tarnished silver crucifix 
from under his heavy wool overcoat 

and tosses it on top. 


- David Tunik 
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OPEN UP 


Don’t shut the door on our love. 

Don’t turn the lock. 

Let’s talk it over. 

Let’s turn back the clock. 

Don’t shut out the sun. 

Don’t forget all the special times. 

Everything is not over and done. 

Don't let our love be cut off. 

I will stand alone here waiting for you. 

I will knock ’til you open up your heart again. 
Let me back in where it is warm. 

I can bring back the sun to cover all the darkness forever... 


- Wendy K. Oxendine 


Me He Ae He ese 


Enter my world, my darling 

On love’s river long 

Where trees are green forever 
And skies will always glow 

Yet night now falls on loving 
And love grows tender now 

In darkness seeds grow stronger 
On a precious bed of roses 

True waves roll calm and somber 
The wait at endless stop 

As nature’s time suspends 

The colors in night are brighter. 
Now time has come to end 

The rose is fully blossomed 

The river down the falls 
Crashing on rocks below 

Till blood is now the sand 

The bloody river now flows. 
Now the nature smothered 

The sky has slowly blackened 
The colors fade away 

As nature’s tears are falling 

But not to ease the pain 

The seeds have all turned over 
Their flowers drowned by rain. 
My world’s no longer open 

The river caused the flood 

The flood had placed the wall there 
To never be destroyed 


- Cheryl L. Boyd 
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ESSAY OF LIFE 


Live today with work, love, joy and rest, 

Knowing tomorrow is formed by your best. 

For with work there is honor, achievement, dreams and goals. 
And with love there is usefulness and worth, to be needed 
and cared for, when concern and loyalty unfolds. 

With joy there is goodness springing forth, 

For with glee and harmony we find peace. 

And with rest we find comfort, relaxation, and warmth from 
each other, as a tender touch from your mother, each day an 
increase. 

There is goodness in all life everyday. 

If we look for it day by day, as we work or play. 


- Myrna D. Frederick 


Be aie ae ie aie ae aie ae 


I’ve become addicted 

To the drug that you own 
| would never have tried it 
If | had only known 


I need my fix now 

Of your private supply 
Is there enough left 
For me to try 


You never want money 
So there’s always a buyer 
But it’s not really free 
The cost is much higher 


You measure the dosage 

And give the injection 

And you use the same tool for each 
But who thinks of infection? 


Its power astounds me 

It lasts for so long 

I can stay high for hours 
When the quantity is strong 


Now I am hooked 

And! ama slave 

To you and your love drug 
Till | rest in my grave 

- Jodie Shapiro 
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LEILANI 


softly young maiden 
thy tiny footsteps beckon 
easily stirring the night wind 
arousing a young heart 


calmly you whisper a gentle tune 
the words sing happily 
touch the magic in the breeze 
caress the dreamlike haze 
as the young heart reflects 
the beauty he delights in 


- Elpidio Tablit, Jr. 


BEING AWARE 


Have you ever noticed 

the leaves of a tree, 

or the petals of a rose? 

It’s amazing how perfect nature can be. 


Have you ever heard 

the rain in the night, 

the rushing water of a brook 
or an owl in flight? 


Have you ever smelled 

a field of freshly cut hay, 

the forest’s natural flower gardens 
or spring air in May? 


Have you ever touched a newborn calf, 
rubbed noses with a little pupp 
or cuddled a freshly powdered baby after its bath? 


Have you ever seen 

a white-tailed deer, 

carvings in rock by natural forces 
or fear? 


Have you ever reached 

as hard as you can 
for as much of life as possible 
from your fellow man? 

- Dana M. Bergeron 
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THE QUESTION 


Why do you ask? Are you insane? 

To answer it, | can’t explain. 

The question’s wrong, and I’m off guard. 
Ask another, not so hard. 

You need to know? And now's the time? 
It’s easy for you, the question’s mine! 

It hits the spot, the target’s true. 

But how about, had I asked you? 

I was prepared, but now I’m not. 

My insides twist, my face gets hot. 

The answer is written all over my mask. 
To answer your question, just ask. 


- Mickey Wirth 


LIFE IS ONLY AN EXISTENCE 


In the beginning; we suddenly discovered life, 
Many of us took it for granted 
And felt that it was alright. 


We didn’t know where we were going 
Or didn’t seem to care 

We only learned as time went by 

Nor could we ever compare .... 


We only knew from existence 
Experience, we had not yet learned 
Nor have we come to know 

The trust we now must earn. 


We've not yet shared our thoughts 

For we do not understand 

And cannot explore the reasons 

As to why we were brought to this land. 


We all must do our best 
And take what we deserve 
Before they slip you by 

And life throws you a curve! 


It can be very tricky 

So you must be very sure 

And not let it get you down 

For no one wants to be a failure .... 


- Cathy Roman 
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DRIFTWOOD 


Rest, aimless wanderer. 

Your peeled, bruised body, flung unceremoniously to the shore 
Has been an unwilling playmate of Time. 

Faded and scorched by a relentless sun, the retained stateliness 
Though warped and shrunk, provides testimony to a life well 
served. 

Pock-marked by both age and the little creatures, 

That simulated ugliness becomes beauty disguised. 

Untold numbers you have succored, thereby giving of yourself 
That others may press onward. 

We watch, not quite comprehending the patience, 

Yet almost sensing the aura and feeling the intangible. 

There is Time in beauty; beauty in Time. 


- Ethel P. Hubbard 


WILD HORSES 


Wild horses. 

| see them running in the meadow. 
Six black, 

Six white. 

They run free, calling me 

But here am | 

Wanting to cry 

Locked within my love 

Eagles flying above. 


Wild horses 

Graceful in their stance 
Looking back 

All to me, 

Freedom in their eyes I see, 
But I stay my ground 
Looking around 

Locked within myself 
Eagles perch on the shelf. 


Wild horses. 

Oh, count them, twelve. 
Running again 

Away with the wind. 

I, the thirteenth, stay behind 
Hoping to find what is mine 
Locked in a world of you 
Eagles are gone; | stay true. 


- Lora A. Lamb 
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TEARDROPS 


Sorrow and sadness 

by tears they came, 
each teardrop heavy with pain. 

Tiny thoughts, like racing comets 
at the speed of light, 

crept in, 
bursting forth in heartbreak, 

breaking in two, 
the depth of life. 

Pangs, unbridled imaginations, 
confusion without reign. 

The grief a burden, almost insane - 
my only anchor was His Name. 


- Rita Kelley 


THE WILL OF GOD 


Though I’m a human shield 
The bullets around me rain 
But only in the will of God 
Can my heart sing 


Though death might stare me in the eye 

I know what Jesus Christ must’ve faced 
As he hung on the cross for me in the sky 
That I might be saved 


The battlefield in a war 

Will fast get you to the heavenly shore 

Though I can think of tender moments 

They are only a glimpse as to what it will be in eternity 


For though I am ae for this great cause 
| remember the word of life 

And how the Lord saith 

Pick up the cross and follow me 


And then I think of my loved ones 

My family and my friends 

And I wonder will they let God’s love come in 

Lord, I’m glad you saved me from my sins 

And though I may be a human shield 

I know that today I’m with Thee in Thy will 

The Lord is my strength, whom shall I fear? Psalms 27-1 


- Dora Stephenson Baker 
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GOOD MORNING 


Dew drops in the morn, a new day is born. 
er sweet fragrance of today with silvery mist hovering the 
ay. 

The sun creeping from yonder, wild flowers waking with 

wonder. 

Orange breasted robin over by the willow tree, just listen to the 
humming bee. 

The old speckled toad by the lily pads, baby fawn deer nibbling 

green grass. 

Blue birds and swallows joined to sing, sir mallard duck flapping 
its wings. 

The cool morning breeze motioned the leaves. 

Yellow butterflies danced while a chestnut mare pranced. 

What a fine day in spring a good morning brings. 


- Helga Feichtinger 


1 AM 


I am the old oak tree giving shade with its branches on a 
mid-summer’s day. 


I am the passionate violet decorating a lover’s bedstand. 


| am the hummingbird carrying a dainty tune through the 
refreshing spring air. 


| am the sweet juicy plum full of summer. 


I am the shawl covering the young maiden and her love at 
sundown. 


I am the glass slipper in the hand of the prince, looking for his 
Cinderella so they can live happily ever after. 


| am the tiger that is so playful in the tall grasses but, in its soul 
always thinking about its prey. 


I am the whistling wind breathing on a winter cottage window. 


I am the city of lights conquering even the moon’s luminous 
shine. 


| am the harp setting the mood for young poets to open their 
veins and let their blood write. 


- Renee Vetrano 
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INSPRITE 


Sunflower is a 

Beautiful woman 

Who sings at dawn and 
Kisses the Heavens 

With unleavened Tears and Forget - 
Me - Nots in Spots and 
Circles in colored 

Clefs all winding down 
To meet the Wind in 
Dracula’s Den while 

His Holiness Ten 

And Seven Djinns play 
Blindman’s Bluff in Fours. 


- Patricia Mancini 


THE MAIDEN AND THE UNICORN 


Eastward, the sun rises with its golden rays, 
Breaking through the foliage and trees at dawn. 

A young maiden walking down a lone forest glade, 
Picking wild flowers, on the way, as she strays; 

A vision with jade eyes and hair of a golden fawn, 
Finding a spot to sit on the path, she had made. 


In a flash of white lightning came a large mare, 
Startled, the girl arose to gaze upon - a unicorn. 
The creature crossed over and then looked back, 
Hesitating, before racing off - if she should dare; 
Taking the legend of the single spiraling horn 
Said to possess a magic power - it truly does lack. 


In the distance, there was the baying of a hound 

And of men on horseback, not seeing her, at least; 
Dashing through the river, they went on their way. 

The girl then found her flowers lying on the ground, 
Wondering, what is to become of the one-horned beast: 
Would she escape the men’s wrath to live another day? 


Sitting there in her silence, as if having a dream, 
Hearing only the sounds of the creatures alive 

And the quiet rustling of some leaves in her mind. 
Tossing flower petals into the clear flowing stream, 
Hearing a soft neighing, as if the mare did survive 
And leaving only a blurred silver reflection behind. 


- Sherrie Postelwaite 
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HR 


It isn’t fair to get close to someone 
then we have so much fun 
laughing, and loving, and joking around, 
until the day, I had found 
he is sick, and so young 
he has a family, and never hurt anyone 
1 am single, so please take me 
take his disease and give it to me 
| won't get close to anyone 
so no one’s hurt when my day comes 
it isn’t fair, I’m telling you 

please God 
isn’t there something You can do. 


- Diane L. Tollefson 


HOMECOMING 


...But when the darkness obscures the minutes, 
and the trees turn to tenebrous whispers, 
and the frigid wind begins his 
convincing circulation, 
I will be waiting, 
wanting, 
watching 
as you wander homeward. 


Your touch will make you tangible to me, 
no longer worthless fancy, 
but a sudden, 
immediate 
fantasy of flesh, 
drawing us out of 
whatever it was that we were 
before. Lifting us ... 
higher...higher...higher while 
we wish 
to powers that we know 
must be present to never force us 
down 
from 
this 
new, 
pure 
plane. 


- Juliene Blevins 
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APRIL DAWN 


The dawn o’er yonder meadow breaks. 
Like rolling thunder, dark, with red. 

A rain forecast, from the past it takes; 
To bear out what old sailors said. 


Dawn, comes up red, in early April morn; 

It lingers briefly, then slowly comes the day. 
Awaited by all things, in Christ, are warned; 

The blessings, sent by God, what can | say? 


Ten million years, and some, that no one knows; 
Will forever, be remembered, by all things. 
Things that live, and need, the rain, and snow. 
The clouds go rolling by, and blue birds sing. 


- John Jay Depew 


REAPING THE FRUITS OF A RIPER DAY 


Before the seeds become scattered in the wind 
There is harmony among the followers 

That have unknowingly sinned 

Reap the fruits of a riper day 

Pulled from wherever you might have tread 


A promise is fulfilled before it’s told 
A secret betrays the one next in line 
For there is liberty in a century of old 
Born free in the keep of time 


Others have been buried deep in bliss 
Some stand above their lowliness 

To feel the chill with their finger tips 
There’s nowhere to run 

Because the ground is cracking on their lips 


Reaping the fruits of a riper day 
From dust to dust 
Have we forgotten that we've crept all this way 


The breath of the north wind murmurs to the breeze 
As the stone melts in the sun 

Bring together the eternal root and the stolen ground 
To blossom forth a fruitful awakening all around 


- Stephen McGarry 
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Be Ae ae ae ae ae ae 


A screech from the air 
I look to see what it is 
I see a huge thing gliding across a field to catch a mouse 
It’s a beautiful sight 
Wings spread out wide 
and with the slightest tilt it turns, dips, or goes up even 
higher 
It goes to its friends 
but when they’re together paths cross 
but never collide into each other 
Only come close to it 
then the sight is over 
It goes to a tree and sits once more. 


- Maria Varney 


Se He IE EE 


My little brother 

Before you left 

I wanted to say goodbye. 

But you left so quickly. 

| wanted to say to you, 

How dear you are to me, 

And I love you. 

You and I were so alike, 

Many times just as one 

Now all is gone, 

My brother dear. 

I'll hold your sweet memory, 

Forever close to my heart. 

And your laugh will forever 

Ring in my ears. 

Your silly ways will haunt my dreams. 

But now we know, 

Life isn’t as it seems 

I only wish I had one moment 

To hold your hand 

And say the things I wish I'd said 

| remember your way, 

So funny, so clever. 

I'll remember you Brian, 

And love you forever. 
Love, your sister 


- Buffie Vasquez 
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eat he tee eae 


It felt good being close to her; 

With her soft skin, and her warm smooth breath 
Blowing against my face. 

It sent a sudden chill up my spine. 

As | shivered with an almost shock-like thrill, 

My voice cracked as I tried to speak. 

As could be seen, 

I was completely lost in her beauty. 


- Milo Thompson 


MANY MILES AWAY 


It’s said that love conquers all, 

But it can’t conquer distances. 

It’s said that love is all powerful, 

But it isn’t powerful enough to help me. 


There she is, 

Many miles away. 

I can’t see her, 

I can’t touch her 

Because she’s so many miles away. 
I love her so, 

Yet she’s still many miles away. 


Maybe someday I'll be with her, 
Until then, she remains 
Many miles away. 


- Jason Kuhn 


VISIONS 


A vision is not only what we see 

We might carry it in our hearts 

As it slips away we can smile 
Because it always returns to us. 

A certain sound may trigger our 
camera minds again. 

With every click we get another look 
But always a different view. 


- Lenna J. Schack 
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BENEDICTION 


For the awkward poetry of desire 
that stutters sweetly its devotion; 
for the ancient strength of kinship 
that draws from its own pool; 

for the old dog humor 

rousing the fool in our breasts; 
for the mercy giving credence 

to philosophies men call humane. 


- Brian Johnson 


SECOND TIME 


Late at night I think 

About the lies in this old world. 

Lots of people tryin’ to be free. 

| look for another world to find love. 


Young girls pass my way each day 
Each lovely in their own special way 
But they’re just puttin’ on a show 
And that’s why I have to say 

I look for another world to find love 


If you should happen there to find 

The special girl that’s on your mind 

Hold her to you, don’t let her go. 

There’s one thing certain you should know - 
I look for another world to find love. 


- Jerry Chute 


THE DARKNESS 


The wind howls in the still of the night. 

There is a chill in this darkness. 

The moonlight shines down upon us. 

The trees are swaying in the still of the night. 

Far in the distance you can hear the crickets and frogs. 

But in the dawn’s early light you can hear the birds singing. 
Until the night falls once again 

and everything calms down as night falls. 


- Marah Annette Batts 
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ON DEATH 


Do not surprise me death 

Knock softly on my door. 

Do not lie in wait for me, 

In some dark corridor. 

Be kind when you come for me, 

For life is hard to leave. 

Be gentle when you take my hand, 
And whisper "Come, it’s time to leave." 


- Elsie Moran 


WR 


We often seem to wonder why. 
Why can’t I....? 

Why did this happen? 

Why can’t things go my way? 


We often feel as though we’re 

standing under dark gray clouds, 

unable to see the light. 

But we must realize that we 

aren’t always in control of nature’s weather. 
And we must remember that these storms 
will always blow over, 

allowing the sun to shine brightly down, 
drying up the tears that have fallen, 
giving us the strength we need 

to endure another day. 


- Chris Gladin 


HAPPINESS 

Let happiness come in and shine within. 

For when it is gone and all goes wrong, that 
shine will sing a heart-lifting song. 


It will sing about how all brothers should be. 
It will sing about love between you and me. 


So let it shine in your heart, and you will see, 
how opening your heart to happiness can be. 


- LaDeane Bruce 
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We eee Hee He 


Time is such a precious thin 

It’s more than wealth untold! 

It’s something we cannot store 
And nobody can hold 

Life goes by so speedily 

Before we scarcely can taste it 
And time can never be regained - 
So why do people waste it? 


- Kandus Davidson 


Love is... 


Sharing your M&M’s. 
Bit by Bit. 
Then a whole candy bar. 
Sex becomes... 
A whole candy bar. 

But a rule from the candy man. 
Never accept a whole candy bar 
without first sharing your 
M&M's. 


- Tina Knapp 


FOREVER 


Forever, they say, lasts a long, long time 
Something that two people share 

It’s a way of expressing your deep true feelings 
For someone special you care 

Love is said to last forever 

When it’s meant to be true 

But true love may take a while to find 
You must share it too 

Forever goes on, how long we can’t say 
It’s too big for words to describe 

People usually say it’s forever 

When true feelings are meant from inside 
So when I say | love you 

It means I’d leave you never 

My love is with you wherever you go 

And it will last forever 


- Loretta Lynn Gover Brode 
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THE CALLING OF HEAVEN 


I once visited a beautiful place. 

A place of stillness and solitude. 

A place where fierce dogs were tamed, 
And raging rivers calmed. 

A place of freedom. A place of peace. 
Where are we you ask. 

Hush, do not utter another word, 

You are interrupting my death. 

Come, come with me, 

Leave your frivolous and fruitful mind behind. 
No I said - not yet, and I strolled 

Into darkness. 

I anticipate seeing the light again, 
Never has it been so dark. 


- Sarah J. Fodey 


THE JOY OF KNOWING YOU 


You never cease to amaze me, 
You never cease to surprise me. 
Always looking out for my welfare and needs 
You're always there to lend a helping hand 
| am so proud and honored to know you. 
You have the rarest quality of beauty about 
You that I've ever had the pleasure of 
Encountering in my lifetime. 
Indeed, you are a very rare kind of person to 
Know and to have as a very dear friend. 
You have such a magnetic personality, 
No wonder we all love, admire and adore you. 
| hope your life is always full of bright sunshine, 
love and happiness. 
You deserve only the best life has to offer 
May the stars from heaven always shine 
brightly upon you. 
I cannot find all the right words to express 
or describe the fabulous qualities that you 


ossess. 

Alli can Say is, you're just so incredible, 

I’ve never met anyone like you before. 

You almost seem to be from another world. 

A world of inner and outer peace, harmony, beauty, 
kindness, loyalty and love. 

I’m so proud and honored to know you. 


- Geraldine Boyce 
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TAKE A CHANCE 


For so long I’ve searched 

to find my inner strength 
My struggle has been hard 

I've traveled a great length. 


For years I’ve felt alone 
I thought love didn’t exist 
I’ve been blinded by my hate 
My eyes covered by a mist. 


My life seemed to have no meaning 
I lived life in a trance 

But now I've learned one good thing 
I’ve learned to take a chance. 


- L.T. Jedele 


THE AWAKENING 


The touch of your hand enclosed in my memory, 

The thought of your smile upon my eyes hidden in my heart. 
The caress of your skin next to mine, 

These are the things that meld in my mind. 


Day follows day and year upon year, 

Yet The Awakening stays forever untouched. 
The days of such pain so long and intense, 
Fade from my view with the passing of morn. 


Love lingers on forever engulfed by tears of 
laughter and sorrow forbidding. 

Tender and sweet are the thoughts of you now, 

All of the pain seems to be forgotten or is it 

just "The Awakening?" 


All of my thoughts are yours to command, 

You always knew that I was your plan. 

So small are we in the eye of the storm, 

But so wonderful we become when the clouds disappear. 


Always and forever are our minds enmeshed, 

In that glorious time when we walked as one. 

Time and again I hear your laugh, I see your smile, 
and listen to the music of the melody of your heart 
beating with the rhythm of mine. 


- Georgetta B. Garcia 
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MY GREAT MOM 


My Mom is so very sweet, 

She gives me almost everything, 

And when | feel sick in bed, 

She sits by me and rubs my head. 

When | am down, she makes me glad, 

She’s a better story-teller than my Dad. 

And when | mess up while I’m writing a letter, 
She takes my pencil and makes it better. 

Now I’m sure that you can see, 

I love my Mom and she loves me. 


- Jane LeBlanc, Age 9 


LIFE IN QUESTION 


I’ve asked myself a question 
about places I have been. 


Why did I go and why did I flee? 
Did I run away from me? 


| have been to loneliness and I have seen the pain 
I have walked through fear and been doused by rain. 


I saw the tower of ecstasy and the ruins of pride. 
I touched the wall of confusion 
and been washed in by the tide. 


I look at all these memories of places I have been. 
Feeling still an emptiness for what I haven’t seen. 


I know of a place called peace 
nestled in a mountain ridge. 

I’d like to venture there 

across a long and narrow bridge. 


To peer into a canyon, 

of deep imagination. 

To feel the thrill of balancing 
at the edge of our creation. 


I’ve been halfway around this world 
and witnessed grandest sights, 

half of me has now unfurled 

and | must now take flight. 

- Sandra Charmak 
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RAISING OUR EYES 


Green tambourines waving up high, 
Islands of water glide in the sky, 
Sharing a space when seen through the eye. 


- Cynthia L. Wells 


GONE BUT NEVER FORGOTTEN 


From the very beginning | found her attractively appealing; 

Her demeanor and innocent beauty intrigued and captivated me, 

ets kindness of her friendship and love filled me with 
eeling. 


The mere thought of her still warms my heart with love; 

Her smile, the softness of her hair, the color of her eyes are 
beauty to be admired, 

and the sound of her laughter a sound | can’t hear enough of. 


Like no other I’ve ever known, I love her so much; 

The memory of her kiss so soft and sweet and the first time 
our bodies touched will always 

remind me of how cared for | felt from her first touch. 


Her friendship made my life feel so enriched and bright; 

Her understanding and love brought warmth to my dark lonely 
world, 

lighting up my life like a candle glowing in the night. 


Like the rainbow that appears suddenly to show its beauty and 
then disappears; 

So is she come and gone but her beauty never forgotten, 

for the memories of happiness never fade with the passing of 
time and years. 


The impression that she left in my heart and memory will 
remain each day; 

Gone but not forgotten because she was one of a kind and 
special, 

and I cannot help but remember her in a very special way. 


Life, love and friendships, they always come and go; 

But they live on, gone but never forgotten, 

because they live on in the hearts of those touched who love 
them so. 

- Joseph P. Payne Sr. 
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DEAR LORD 


Lord and Master; maker of men, 
Teach me to be humble; let me not sin. 
Mold me and shape me and teach me to pray; 
Dear Lord and Master show me the way. 


Hold up my head when | am too weak, 
teach me to turn the other cheek. 

Let me not say things I don’t mean, 
for the sound of Your voice let’s my 
heart sing. 


Dear Lord and Master, if it’s Your 
will; | shall always praise Thee; 
Peace be still. 


- Michele S. Bell 


JUST A REMINDER 


You may think you have lost all hope 

Trying to learn to live and cope 

With everyday problems that seem to arise 

Yet you somehow find courage to help you survive 
You may wonder what the future may bring 

But live for today, it is everything 

Your efforts are necessary when difficulties come 
You can’t do them all, but you can do some 
Learn from your doubts and your fear 

Faith is a treasure, keep it near 

Soon you'll forget all your sorrow 

and your burdens will lighten to a new tomorrow 


- Rita Wilkins 


THE PLAYFUL MOUSE 


Play again, mousie 

(If you are happy, I am too) 
In your cozy hous-ie, 
Amusingly mischievious 

| am sure I’m not envious 
Of any rich man’s den! 


- Herbert Yuen 
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MANNERS 


My mother told me I should be polite 

Because people don’t like rudeness. 

"Close your mouth after you take a bite, 

and avoid unnecessary crudeness." 

There shall be no potty talk at the table 

while others are trying to eat. 

And "Don’t you know you don’t live in a stable?! 
Why don’t you try to keep your room neat?!" 
As my mom says "When you're talking on the phone, 
don’t try to eat at the same time. 

Keep your voice in a pleasant tone." 

(I suppose talking loud is a crime.) 

I’m sure she’s right, I don’t ever doubt it, 

But as for now | could do without it! 


- Sara Rossio 


WINTER DAYDREAMS 


Colorful flowers blooming all around 
My bare feet feeling the softness of the ground 

My eye seeing the beauty of this 
Outside world so bright 

Like spirited souls floating in the 
Air as if they were kites 

Wind blowing gently through my hair 
Smelling the fresh fragrance in the air 

Night falls | can hear crickets in 
The sand 

This day ends - makes me grateful 
For who | am. 


- Kimberlee S. Steiner 


POEMS OF A BEGINNER 


Sometimes there is a crack in the cement. 
A bird flies out 

and disappears toward the sun. 

Does it sing? 

No, but it flies... 

and that is enough for now. 


- Alice Wetherow 
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TWO 


Much like a rose you are 
I’m in your midst, yet very far 
Some ask for fortune 
Some ask for fame 
All | ask is you feed this little flame 
Time is precious like a stone 
Not meant for people to be alone 
A closed heart seems safe and certain 
You can’t shut out the hurtin’ 
It may not show but it lurks inside 
Your heart runs, your heart hides 
The world is tough and not very fair 
Seems much easier as a pair 

You + Me = We 


- John Robinson 


Bee ae He Hee eae 


As the earth withers 
and life around disappears 
winter is now here. 


- Jessica Jimenez 


MY MOTHER 


She was a lady with a heart full of love 

Dedicated to her family and to God above 

Sometimes material things had to be shared among many 

But of Mama’s love, there was always plenty. 

She never complained about all her chores 

But you might hear one of us say "That’s not my job, it’s yours." 
She demanded respect, and she was always there 

To listen to our problems, and help to calm our fears. 

She knew we’d make mistakes in life, when out on our own 

So she tried to instill within us, what was right and wrong. 

| know we all have thoughts of things we could have done 

To make her life much easier, until her race was won. 

Mom’s gone to be with Jesus, in her mansion He went to 
prepare. 

Se day we’re coming too, Mom, what a reunion we'll have up 
there. 


- Bessie P. Johnson 
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SAY GOODBYE 


| remember all the laughter, 
| remember all the tears, 

| remember we were friends 
For two very golden years. 

| remember the day 

We said goodbye, 

Our faces as gray 

As the morning sky. 

You may have moved 

Far, far away 

But in my heart, 

You stayed. 


- Traci Haley 


TRUE FRIENDS 


When the sky is gray 

And the sun is hiding 

You will know who 

Your true friends are, 

For they are the ones 

Who will chase the clouds away 
And make the rainbows appear. 


- Heather N. Gordon 


HIS SONG 


I sit all alone listening to his song, 

his voice so strong and beautiful. 

Like the wind on a warm summer’s day, 
his name is whispered in the melody. 


The beauty expressed touches my heart so deep, 
and brings the tears to my eyes. 

| want to reach out and hold him in song, 

and caress all his words with my harmony. 


I sit all alone listening to his song, 

his voice sounds like a precious lullaby. 

I could stay here forever and listen to him, 
and never say good-bye. 

- Stephanie Payne 
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FERRE 


A wilted rose 
On an unmarked grave, 
So someone must have cared, 
For the unknown soul 
Who lies in a bed below. 
Ateardrop sits on this unmarked grave, 
So someone must have loved 
The one we do not know. 
A flag was put on his grave to show 
He was a hero. 
Although I never met him 
He must have had a name, but 
Now it’s covered up, with the war to 
Blame! 


- Diana Drew 


SERENE 


A view of a scene, of placid, unruffled tranquility. 
Calm sea, and sky and air. A view of extraordinary 
beauty, of serenity, has entered my vision of sight, 
and eloquently carried me into the night, and then 
into the light of another day. 


The analysis of this beautiful scene, - is to 
emerge from a slumbering sleep, focusing thine 
eyes upon the undisturbed, unrippled, blue water, 
green grass and trees, on a peaceful and contented 
splendor of majestic beauty, lying fastly asleep. 


- Paul T. Kelley 


I THINK OF YOU 


Sometimes in the afternoon, I think of you. 

Your face, warm and proud, lights up my mind. 

Your eyes, clear and shining, look deeply into mine. 

You stand tall and wise beside me. 

Without you I would fall. 

You calm my fears, erase my doubts, and make me understand. 

ee in the afternoon, | think of you, and you make my 
ay. 


- Anne Brill 
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HIDE AND SEEK 


Everyday at three, my childhood 
friends and I play hide and seek. 


We run, jump, scream. 
Hoping not to be caught. 


Oh no! John has my hiding place, 
behind the old elm tree. 


Nowhere to hide. 
I think I'll hide inside. 


I won, nobody found me, 
I think I'll always hide inside. 


- Whitney McCray 


MY SPECIAL FRIEND 


While facing life and believing I couldn’t win; 
I was hoping soon that my fate would end. 
Experiencing a sad lost feeling gnawing deep from within; 
All this time not knowing | had this special friend. 
I didn’t belong, so I had been convinced; 
Until the holy book informed me differently, making better 
sense. 
With love and devotion, now | proceed; 
Knowing that my special friend Jesus, won't leave or deceive. 
. There will always be troubles with turmoils and strife; 
But things are much easier with my special friend Jesus, 
a part of my life. 


- Teresa Bellew 


DAFFODIL 


Daffodil, daffodil, you’re such a pretty sight, 
your stance is so radiant in the early morning light. 


You're a burst of sunshine on a cloudy day 
and a joy to look at during the month of May. 


Daffodil, daffodil, how beautiful you are, 
your glow can be seen, whether near or far. 


- Annie Horton 
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A SIMPLE SOLUTION 


Put yourself here 

Where | used to be 

And I'll move 

To where you are standing 


Then both sets of eyes 
Will get a surprise ----- 
We'll see just what 

Each other’s world is about 


And instead of just ----- two 
We'll get a new view 

And we'll reach out 

To find understanding 


- Mary E. Gentry 


A GRANDMOTHER’S LOVE 


A grandmother’s love is very much like the four seasons; 
Like winter, her love blankets refreshing, like the snow to the 
land and air 

Like spring, her love blossoms beauty, like the solitaire yellow 
rose bold amongst her white sisters 

Like summer, her love warms the heart and lights the way to 
happiness, like the sun to the sandy beaches and paths in the © 
park 

Like autumn, her love calms, offers peace, like the pastel 
colors of the sky and leaves possessing the essence of 
‘Thanksgiving’ 

Refreshing, Beautiful, Warmth, Enlightenment and Serenity - 
all of these attributes are a part of your strengths. 

The only difference is, seasons come and seasons go, a 
grandmother’s love is eternal. 


- Sebastian Jeffries-’DeLamarter 


FEELINGS 


I love thee innocently. 

I love thee completely. 

But mostly I love thee, 

As you love me. 
Honestly!! 


Donna S.C. Hartong 
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LIFE 


One day at a time is what | take, 
I feel my life is just a fake, 
I feel so sore I want to die, 
That’s why I sit and wonder why. 


Sometimes it feels I can’t go on, 
And believe me, that’s no con, 

I try to laugh, I try to smile, 

I only wish I could walk one mile. 


So if you sit and wonder why, 

The world is good and the world is bad, 
Just look around, and you will see, 
People looking for that "special" key. 


- Margaret Watson 


TRUE FRIENDSHIP 


A friend will stand by you, no matter what you choose 
A friend will be at your side, win or lose. 

Sometimes friends, as they go through life 

Will make decisions the other doesn’t like 

But the decision is theirs, like it or not 

And a friend will be a friend, no matter what 

And if their decision turns out, not quite right 

A friend will be there until again the days glow bright 
A friend will not say "I told you so" 

But be there when needed, just so you’d know 

That you have a friend. 


- Lisa L. Pace 


THE WITNESS 


We are all free as the wind, 

Yet chained by the shackles of prejudice. 
Emotions are torn and wasted, 

As we sit and watch, 

Those who have experienced, 

The pain, the anger, and the frustration. 
Brought down by the selfishness, 

Of those who bound them. 


- Andrew Chen 
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MOTHER'S LOVE 


Next to God’s love, a Mother’s love 
is tender, sweet and fair. 

For God gives her a spirit 

of prayer and special care. 


She suffered much to bring us 
into this life below, 

And always in her sharing, 
Does give our face a glow. 


Let us thank God for Mothers 

for He makes all things right, 

And with her we shall sing God’s praise, 
in eternity so bright. 


- Robert Paul Weber 


REFLECTIONS 


As the sun arose 
above the ocean line, 

I reflected upon the hardships in life. 
How I'd deal with them for the time. 
As worries filled my head, 
and the tide began to flow away; 

I tossed the hard realities 
into its water. 

That’s how I approached 


my day. 


As a lavender sunset 
blushes across the sky, 

I caress my bare feet 
through the beach sand; 
reflecting on my day gone by. 
As | watch 
the tide slip in, 
and I gaze 
across the sea; 

I envision 
my life. 

What I’ve seen in my past, 
And what I’d make 
my future 
to be. 


- Marianne L. Marczak 
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NIGHT AND DAY 


When dawn’s light breaks across the sky, 
and sunlight strikes you in the eye, 
the day has begun anew. 


After the night so dark and deep, 
all the resting and the sleep, 
wakefulness returns to you. 


Now is the time to think of the flesh, 
to work and toil and begin afresh, 
the time to maintain self-esteem. 


For when the working day is done, 
and night has once again begun, 
then is the time for you to dream. 


- Andrew Richardson 


WHITE DUST 


It melts, the journey done, its life complete: 

| had watched as down it drifted through air -- 
it slowly, gently fell; a placid breeze 

but stirred it flutt’ring, for a moment, then 

it followed again its course on downward 

to near-white ground, but it landed instead on 
its certain tomb -- the newly salted road. 


- Jonathan W. Neske 


FLIGHT 


Flying toward the sun with a heart that sings; 
In the bow of a galleon on the salty Spanish Main 
Cresting toward freedom with eyes of flame; 
Diving deep with a dolphin gentle as foam 

‘ Flashing toward Atlantis, our coral-castled home; 
In dream we delight that escape is found 
And waken to discover that we’re still bound. 


- Alice Wetherow 
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THOUGHTS OF AN AMATEUR MAGICIAN 


Hundreds of eyes gaze upon me. 

Their hearts beat as one, 

Their breaths held, 

Sitting perfectly still. 

I close the top and lock it tight. 

A touch of suspense. 

] start to saw the box in half. 

My assistant screams, 

And even scares me. 

I place the dividers in, 

Separate the two sections, 

And ..... it works! Applause and cheers from the crowd, 
A feeling of accomplishment. 

Then realization. 

How am | supposed to put her back together? 


- Hal Shao 


‘Be ie she aie ae ae ale ae 


Rain is the water 
that falls lightly on earth 
wetting all around us. 


- Jessica Jimenez 


SUMMER WHISPERS 


The whispers of a summer breeze, 
They flow through forests with such 
Ease. 


Whispers filled with my name. 
I hear them calling for their claim. 


The whispers ofa summer breeze, 
leave life for winter’s frozen tease. 


They lift their souls to reach mine, 
If for one last time. 

And | follow them into the world 
Of never-ending rhyme. 

- Tracy Schilke 
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MY FRIEND 


I take my anger out on you, 
sometimes for no reason at all. 
But then you come around again 
and, of course, we have a ball. 


I tell you that I'll call you, 

and somehow | forget. 

You've never said a word about it 
ever since we met. 


I say, "I'll meet you there at eight," 
and I show up at nine. 

"’'m so sorry," | always say, 

but you say, "Oh, that’s fine." 


I really don’t deserve you - 
oh, where should | begin? 
- to tell you how! really do care? 
My friend, my loyal friend. 


- Deanna Ross 


MY PEOPLE 


Today I’m on a hill far above 

My People 

They all look up to me 

Forever I’ve done what they’ve asked 
Climbed the mountains they never climbed 
Rode the waves they’ve wanted to ride 

No more do | want to ride or climb 


Tomorrow to do the things | want 
To come off the hill 

No more to be looked up to 

Just to be one and amongst 

My People 


Forever to be me and not 

My People 

Looking, maybe up to someone on the hill 
Climbing my mountains and more 

Riding my waves to be their own 


- Yolanda A. Powell 
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THE CAGES 


This is my inspiration: 

This to the visions that wander, wonder - 
Deep beneath my want to understand - 

As the clarity of your purpose, 

Of my solitude, remain constant in motion, 
Circular with desperate change. 


This is my lover: 

This to the passion of you that guides me, 

Nurtures and strengthens and confronts me with 

The gifts of the absolute - the sweet torture of survival 
That flows naked and 

Formless throughout the vast entirety. 


This is my destination: 

This to you, the flame beneath the form - 

That together we may unleash the aching shame, 
Cluttering hidden our paths, 

Igniting at last peace. 


- Naomi Clara Brandes 


THE RAIN IS AS A CHILD 


The rain falls - 

Just like the tears - 
Of a young child - 

So soft and innocent. 


It rains the same sound - 

As a child’s footsteps on the floor. 
The pittering and pattering - 

Of the falling rain on the rooftop. 


Then when you least expect it - 
The rain stops falling. 

Just like a child - 

When it stops crying. 


Everything returns back - 
To a soft and gentle touch. 
With the beauty of love - 
That is beyond compare! 

- Cyndee Lee 
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LEGACY OF A FOOL 


The world may turn away from him ... 
He stood tall to proclaim; 
Survive he did, live to win ... 
From each fall he rose without disdain. 
Patience is his shield, 
Courage, his armor ... 


Nurtured in a heart filled with valor. 
Through tears he learned to smile, 

When things didn’t seem worthwhile; 

Sturdy as an oak he defied the wind, 

Disaster struck, he met his end; 
Behind he left a tale for all ... 

How he played the part of a fool. 


- Epitacio Maglasang 


CHEMICAL ATTRACTION 


Buried deep beneath out-stretched blacktop jungles 
with their waves of marching nine to fiver’s 
pressed in forgotten tracks of onward moving diesel 
drinking dozers, we employ to remove unwanted 
obstructive rain forests and marsh lands. 


Lay to waste withered, trampled remains of environmental 
preservation ideals commonly expressed by free loving, 
peace seeking, nature smoking, long haired hippies 
known as flower children. 


And as our smoke stacks belch out acid rain, that 
microwaves our mercury poisoned fish dinners 
at the bottoms of our toxic waste filled rivers, lakes, 
and oceans, and our aerosol fluorocarbons burn holes 
in the ozone. 


I sit back, take a good long drink of my artificially 
flavored fruit juice, | shield my eyes from the glare 
of the ultraviolet rays and watch the carbon monoxide 
fumes bellow from the passing fiberglass deathtraps. 


And | listen to their subliminal persuasion, woven into 
unseen rock and roll airwaves, and all I can say is, 
"Thank the Lord above (in his forty-story skyscraper) for 
preservatives, Amen." 


- Alan Hildebrand 
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ANOTHER DAY, ANOTHER HOUR 


Days upon days 
and hours upon hours; 


I wait patiently 
hoping to feel the hot 
sun pound upon my face; 
the soft wind blowing my 
hair. 
As | turn back, the tears roll 
down my face. 
As I wave goodbye to all the 
days upon days 
and hours upon hours 
upon hours. 


- Mindy Parker 


ALL ABOUT YOU - 9-16-89 


You -- 
an angel in the heavens ... 
to lift away the darkness and the 
sadness and replace it with 
laughter. 
You -- 
a ray of sunshine ... 
to brighten not only my days 
and my nights, but also my 
spirits. 
You -- 
the calm in the wind ... 
always seeing the positive things; 
the bright things ... the peaceful 
things and making me relax. 
You -- 
yourself -- 
the most important element of all, 
for without the ability to give of 
yourself, we would not be able to 
share one another and experience this 
wondrous emotion they call 
Love. 
For all this and more, I give to you this poem -- 
not only the words written down, but also the meaning 
from deep within my heart. 


- Jodi Sue Kaufman 
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RAINY DAYS 


Rainy days, 

] think of a pleasant thing, 
Drops soothe and sing 
Away a dampened thought. 


Rainy days, 

I think of a pleasant time, 

Love was a magical rhyme, 
Thinking my heart caught. 


Rainy days, 

I think of a pleasant place, 
The rain on my face, 
Showing things I’ve sought. 


- Amy Sweitzer 


A BRIDGE CALLED DREAMS 


Deep in the soul of every man a whole other world exists. 
It is a place where our darkest fears and most heartfelt 
desires rest. 


In the quiet of our sleep a small still voice is heard. 
Its purpose is to guide us on our path of growth and truth. 


It speaks to us in symbols of images unknown. 
Our task it is to break the code to understand what’s shown. 


The small still voice is always there to take us by the hand, 
And ever so gently inviting us to wake up and take a stand. 


For in our dreams we cross a bridge into this unknown world, 
But, the worlds that exist on either side are mirrors for us 
to see. 


These worlds are really both the same but our dreams, they 
hold the keys, 

Which can open many doors when you are ready to be all that 
you can be. 


So never be afraid to dream or to listen to that still small 
voice, 

For it holds the many secrets that will awaken the joy, and 
the peace, in our daily lives. 


- Karen J. Stermer 
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SEASONS OF LOVE 


These moments we share and treasure 
together are quiet, tranquil, and everlasting. 


As the seasons change, so do our feelings for 
one another. 


Spring brings forth a fresh new beginning. 
Summer nurtures the seeds of togetherness. 


Fall enhances the beauty and color of tender 
loving care, 


And winter sets fast a full season of 
remembrances. 


- Warren F. Gloss 


SHAKING IT GOOD-BYE 


It was all so simple when 

You meant every word you said 

When | didn’t have to decipher what we discussed 
Because there was no beating around the bush 


It was all so much easier 
becoming one 

But one of us wants to separate 
How do you part the ocean? 


So I tell you, I will be okay 
Don’t worry, I know you don’t 
Someday you will be sorry 

But somehow | think you won't 


I think these eyes 

have gone blind too many times 

These ears 

don’t hear the truth’s disguise 

The mask 

that casts light away from your face 

Now falls to the ground 

I see your deceptive ways 

Now the hand that held yours night after night 
Is shaking it good-bye 


- Karen Pimpinella 
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I SEE YOU 


As | look into the future with 
anticipation - | see you! 


As I go through each day - I see you! 


As I face each problem, each turn of 
life - | see you, there for me to 
help me along! 


I face the world with a smile - why - 
I see you! 


As | look into my heart, my feelings - 
I see you! 


My life, my love, my heart - 
I see you! 


- Debbie Marshall 


THE STRANGER 


What must I do to convince you 
That you’re the one I love 

That what you see is real 

That I've finally found the one 


I’ve felt your hand upon my shoulder 

A thousand times before 

But when I'd turn around, you weren't there 
Always just beyond my touch 


Bul knew you'd always be there 

Wuen the loneliness came rushing in 

And the rain started to pour 

When I was drowning in my tears 

You were the one who pulled me to the shore 


You're the stranger who’s always been there 
To soften the blows and ease the pain 

But now I can see your face 

I finally know your name 

After all the years of searching 

You're now within my reach 

And this time, my dear 

This time I’m playing for keeps. 


- Kim Herek 
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GRANDMOTHERS 


Grandmothers are special in their own way, 
they give that special touch to each and every day. 


A grandmother's chore is never done, because 
once her children grow up, 
grandchildren come. 


Grandmothers are here to touch everyone’s heart, 
that’s what keeps families from breaking apart. 


‘Grandmothers are around to make life easier, 
they always seem to know what to say. 


Of all grandmothers in the world, 

| am glad we got blessed with you, because 
wherever you are, whether it’s near or far, 
you will always have a place in our hearts. 


- Michele Arnone 


OZARK WONDERLAND 


I walked in Fairyland today, there 

were little things along the way: 
Miniature green butterflies, and yellow, 
and a larger one, black and orange fellow. 


The toadstools were really fairy rings, 
a forest village for magic things 
like elves lounging in the grass 
underneath the shade of fungus mass. 


Tiny shells were sprinkled along the way, 
bleached white, open to the sun all day. 
Silver rings were left inside the cups, though. 
Did fairies bathe and leave their glow? 


There was a clear pool in a hollow root -- 
Fanciful people swished one foot 

as they perched on the edge of bark, 
laughing, enjoying their miniature park. 


Fairy acres of circular shade 
around old trees, fancy doily cutwork made, 


for strollers, seeing through their third eye 
Fairyland, entered when mortals leave troubles lie. 


- Janie Parshall 


69 


NEW YEAR 


A spent year expires, another to go; 
rote pages ’neath blankets of fresh fallen snow. 
For years are just snippets; 
mere niggling things like downy quills 
moulted from gossamer wings ... 
of angels passing state, 
bound for frontiers beyond visions encompassing 
seasons ... or years. 


Though few things endure fleeting cycles of change, 
beyond snippets and downy quills, 
none can arrange sweet mysteries ... 
disgorged from memory’s vaults; 
nor vanquish the onslaught of cherished 
assaults on today ... 
by its forebearing thread as it sings of rote pages 
... and angels with gossamer wings. 


- Frank D. Narish 


RACIN’ ’GENST THE BOYS 


Cold, tired engine 
Nineteen-eighty Ford 

Still the fastest car 

Rollin’ down the road 
Long stretch ahead 
Wanna get home 

Racin’ ’genst the boys 
Eases boredom some 
Mercedes Benz 

Zooms fast past me 
Who’s he think he is 

I promptly pick up speed 
Didn’t see his face 

Too quickly passed him by 
Slowed down by a truck 
Again, beyond | fly 
Forward faster back and forth 
Driver dance at night 
Turned to see his face 

As | beat him to the light 
Mercedes pulled beside me 
Ooooh if looks could kill 
Behind the driver’s seat 
Was another girl 


- Tess Fletcher 
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EMMAUS 


Springtime awakens 
year after year, 
The song the Emmaus 
stood breathless to hear. 
Angel hosts sung it 
Above Christ’s tomb, 

This story of glory ~ 
After the gloom. 
Everywhere hear it - 
Bloom after blight, 
Spring after winter, 
Dawn after night: 
Song after sadness, 
Peace after strife! 
And the Lord of the 
Emmaus says, 
"After death, life!" 


- Stuart De Groot Greenfield 


STARDUST 


With stardust in my eyes I see 

A realm of things that used to be. 
My oa is there to tantalize, 
And lure me to a phantom prize. 


It beckons with a coquettish look 
And holds a tattered, open book. 
I’m bid to cross the arch of time 
And read a page in backward rhyme. 


There on an ink-stained leaf | see 

An earlier day and, hopefully, 

I grasp the handle of the door 

To search through ‘honeyed days of yore.’ 


The door is opened, my eyes bright 
With sudden youth and moon-glow light. 
With moon dust in my eyes, I see 

This realm of things that used to be. 


The door is closed, and now | look 
Upon a near-completed book. 
With stardust in my eyes, I know 
That I must set today aglow! 


- Ruth Bunker Christiansen 
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I’M GLAD I WAS BORN 


I’m not useless 
I’m expanding - 
growing, dreaming! 
I’ve love to give; 
can be supportive 
with believing 
in you. 
God loves me, 
gave me life! 
To share, create, 
give of myself. (Buy the 
store.) 
As a signature - 
of my having been 
here. 
I’m special - 
Cause the Lord loves me. 


- Mary L. Byerly 


eae He He ae eee 


No man is an island; 

But I’m different, | don’t need people. 

People run from death; 

But I’m different, | don’t need life. 

People are social; 

But I’m different, | can make it alone. 

People are evil; 

But I’m different, | know love. 

People are vengeful; 

But I’m different, I love my enemies. 

People belong to this world. 

But I’m different, my home is somewhere else. 

People are confused and ignorant; 

But I’m different, because I know where | am going. 

People are self-centered, 

But I’m different; I’d hurt myself before I'd hurt another. 

And sometimes people are good; 

But I’m different. 

I can see now that | am vengeful, confused, ignorant, 
selfish, and in need of people, in need of love, and 
most of all, | treasure my LIFE. 

People are individuals; 

But I’m different, I’m just like YOU! 


- John E. Marder 
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WR He ie He ae ae ae 


Like a flower dying for the light 
i, too, died for your love; 

Like the moon awaiting the night 
i wait patiently above. 


Like a thornbird catching its last glimpse of life 
As it stings and it sings its final goodbye; 

My heart felt the stab of a desperate knife ~ 
When you told me our love was a lie. 


All the joy, the passion, the pain is gone, 
For the blade rid my presence to help you carry on. 


Like the dawn waits for the sun to rise 
So will i wait to see your clear eyes ... 


And i'll die once again when you tell me your lies. 


- Elena Tsiprin 


BEA Ree He He 


The seagulls, they cry, 
they cry for me. 

They’re calling me to a place 
I’ve longed to be. 

Though I’ve been there before, 
through the rocks and shores 
through the sea and sand, 

Praying 
"Take this life from me!" 
Once or twice I offered my life, 
Only to be returned. 

I do not learn 
for I’m here once more, 
letting the waves pull me 
under and over again. 

| find beauty in the horizon, 
then beauty in me. 

But now it’s too late .... 
the chances are gone 

My last breath is at an end. 

Oh great sea! 
What have | done, 
done to me. 


- Dawn Largy 
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MY LOVE FOR YOU ... 


The rain may come, 
And the rain may go, 
But I will always be here 
with my arms open. 


The rivers may change course 
with the years to come, 
But my heart will always love you. 


So, let the rain come and go, 
Let the rivers change course 
if they want to. 


My love for you ~ 
will outlast time itself. 


- Warren Haller 


WH He He Hee eH 


Blowing winds, 

Drenching rains, 

And a sun that never shines. 

There is no warmth for lonely souls, 
There is no light. 


Only darkened skies 

Burrowing a storm. 

I gaze out my only window 

For I am trapped Pehind the walls of fear. 

I have closed all doors 

For there is only vulnerability when they are open. 


Outside a lone bird flies. 

Strong winds gracefully carry the precious life 
As he soars through bare branches 

Fighting the tempestuous weather. 

He clings to nothing 

Except the hope of dawn. 


Through the whistling wind 

I hear the bird’s sweet melody. 

I yearn to fly with him in the summer’s breeze 
But for now my aching heart 

Is thankful for his sweet song. 


- Roselee Papandrea 
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ee ee eee 


An unconfined spirit 

In a halo of gold 

Learned of love through trial 
Always believing 

In good 

From warm corn fields 

To brisk ocean beaches 

The spirit soars 

To height beyond rhyme 

To depths beyond reason 
Untouchable in the end 

No evil can harm 

What love takes care of 

Not meant to be understood 
But loved always 

And felt by me 


- Carrie Sargent 


SEARCHING 


What good is laughter 
With no one to share? 
What good are jokes 
With no one to care? 


What good is beauty 
When you're ugly inside? 
What good is happiness 
When all love has died? 


Lonely and sad - 
That’s all I’ve been. 
Hatred and love 
Are not next of kin. 


Endings are sad; 

How clear and true. 

What good is life 

When there’s no me and you? 


Hurting’s not good 

And laughter not sad. 
What could have been? 
Much more than we’ve had. 
- James L. Snow 
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WONDERING WHERE | FIT IN AT LIFE ... 


I wish I belonged in this part of time, 
having a mom who’s just all mine. 
But I know now, that will never be, 
because my mother never has time for me. 
Maybe someday God will see, 
all the pain and hurt that’s deep down inside of me. 
Then maybe God will bring us back together 
so we can really get to know one another. 
I’m not trying to be selfish you see. 
someday God will bring her back to me. 
I guess for now I'll just step aside, 
and try to show that I still have some pride. 
I don’t know how long this will go on, 
sometimes | think I’m right, but I guess I’m wrong. 
As for now I guess it’s just not meant to be 
Someday God will have us together 
for all eternity ... 


- Tina Marie Collins 


INSOMNIA: THE BLACK KNIGHT 


The black knight comes 
charging into my thoughts 
jousting with my sanity 
and | lie 

awake 

staring 

at a crack in the ceiling 
that suspends my thoughts 
and 

holds my dreams 

hostage 


Dare I tell sane people 
who sleep soundly 
through the night 
about the crusader 
who diverts my 
dreams 

and duels with reality 
in the 

dark 

while I lie 

awake 


- Frank J. Pollifrone 
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WHEN I AM GONE 


When | am gone and my work 

is done, don’t grieve. | am 

not really gone. 

My spirit lives on in the cool 
country breeze and in the smell 

of roses you can forever breathe. 
If when you think of me, you cry, 
Do not regret that | am gone 

and we did not say good-bye. 
Remember our good and fun times 
and if that doesn’t stop your 
sorrow; always look for tomorrow. 
Then put me out of your mind and 
do not remember; for I would 
rather be forgotten than to 

make you sad. 


- Arlis N. Young 


SO READ ME EASY 


When late at night, 
All’s fast asleep, 

Sitting down to write, 
My pen does creep; 


Across a hundred papers, 
Words do a dance, 

Maybe a thousand capers, 
Will happen by chance; 


Ideas flood my brain, 
As torrents they flow, 

Falling verse like rain, 
Poems begin to grow; 


Seems of empty space, 
These feelings I know, 

Where a page is a place, 
For my talents to grow; 


So, read me e€asy, real easy, 
Don’t read me too hard, 
For if my tales do please me, 
They'll be to your regard. 

- Kathryn L. Tynes 
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COURSE OF ENTITY 


And as | watched the sea wash upon the shore, 
my mind slipped back to times long gone. 

There my mind’s eye studied my memory’s store, 
and saw my earliest years dawn. 


These days were brief but full of calm joy and bliss; 
life was still sweet with few trials. 

Though it is now better, those days | still miss, 
innocence never dared defile. 


Then my inner eyes began to wander on, 
and I changed as my feet stepped more. 

So then I looked back to the first of my dawn, 
but I left it to my memory’s store. 


Still the sea washed upon the shore ... 


- Steven Lovett 


THE CRYSTAL IN THE ROSE 


While wandering down the garden path 
I chanced upon a rose 
against the tint of others 
its colors decompose 


Oh, what an ugly rose, | thought 
its petals black as coal 
what did it have to offer 
I felt it had no soul 


And then I took a closer look 
and beheld a drop of dew 
lying deep within its heart 
emitting a rainbowed hue 


Why, therein lies its soul, | thought 
luminous colors from above 
as though it were a crystal 
transmitting a legend of love 


My mind slipped back in time that morn 
and sentiment then disclosed 
that you have been my Crystal 
the crystal in the rose 


- Rose Marie Robaldo 
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WHO’S LAUGHING NOW 


Satan’s probably laughing now. He 
loves the pain I feel. He tries to 
bring the good men down, to murder, 
rape, and steal. 


He gave me worldly luxuries, because 

I bid him well. Not knowing 

that my rewards, would send me 

straight to hell. I gave my life to 

ae Lord, He forgives the things I’ve 
one. 


So tell me, who is laughing now? Now 
that I’m a better man. Now my rewards 
are streets of gold, ETERNAL LIFE, 
...the Promised Land. 


- Phillip D. Negrete 


WEEPING WILLOW 


Why does a weeping willow weep 
And hang its head so low? 

What secrets do its tears impart? 
Oh, how I'd like to know. 


Are its tears for anger, 

For sadness, or for pain? 

Does it weep as we do? 

Could we be so much the same? 


The sound of its mournful cry 
Floats softly in the breeze, 

As it bends down to caress us 
With such gentleness and ease. 


It seems to enshroud us 
In a quiet, misty haze, 
As it begins its weeping, 
Recalling "brighter" days. 


If we listen closely, 
Perhaps, one day we'll hear 
The secret in its whisper 
The sorrow in its tears. 

- Marietta Kuhn 
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BEYOND MY DECK 


Beyond my deck so plain to see 

Stands an aging maple 

Its twisted branches bare. 

I know it suffers the winter wind 

For | hear its creaking skin 

All chapped from frozen air, 

Blown across the lake. 

Its living sap so thick and sluggish, 

Drawn deeper to the core in slumber’s nest. 
Sleep my friend ’til spring returns. 

I will wait with hushed breath 

Keeping guard your dormant buds at rest. 


While you slumber, | shall wait. 
It won't be long from now 
When we are at spring’s gate. 


- Leslie J. Pinnell 


REMAIN FRIENDS 
(Dedicated to Dee Hayes) 


Many hearts need someone 
Who will understand 

Many need a friend to count on 
Till the very end. 


You are that to me, 

I am that to you, 

So neither of us 
Should need be blue. 


For you are my mother 

And I am your friend, 

And our hearts will be together 
Till the very end. 


The end may not be near 

The end may not be far, 

The end lies within ourselves, 
The end is all ours. 


We determine the end 

So we will forever and ever 
REMAIN FRIENDS!!! 

- Karen M. Clark 
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HANDS 


The hands of a man can build a house, 
The hands of a woman ... a home. 
Soon tiny hands in bubble baths 
Splash in the frothy foam. 


When hands are held together, 
Two become as one. 

With three or four or anymore 
There’s nothing can’t be done. 


In hands we feel the human touch, 
A wave, "Hello" ... "Good-bye," 

A Mother’s hands about her child 
To soothe and stop the cry. 


Through my dad’s hands | felt his love 
Ere since | learned to crawl, 

But forgiving hands that once were nailed 
Are dearest of them all 


- Robert W. Mayer 


ST. AUGUSTINE 


As the millions of tourists walk over 
you each year, | wonder what power 
always draws me here. 

Even when I am away, the thoughts of 
America’s oldest city are with me each 
and every day. 


As I walk your streets, | feel an unnatural 
force under my feet. 

In your nearby harbor, I find the peace and 
healing power of a fountain of youth. 


There is a magic here that no man can explain, 
as I walk along the Castillo De San Marcos’ walls, 
| look out toward the sea. 

Perhaps I was here in another life and died on 
these same grounds. 

All | know for certain is that no matter where 

| was born or where I decide to roam, you have 
stolen my heart, and to me, St. Augustine will be 
home. 


- Bruce B. Hightower 
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CHOSEN PATH 


pigs merge in forceful 
peal, 
flow from roof to gutter spout; 
Resemble much, life, quite real, 
rush on path, to far end out. 


Occasioned, a drop beat on my 
pane, 

struggle to hold a rightful place; 
Erratic, slither, sadly in vain, 
descend, confused, to another space. 


Oft, we focus toward a goal, 
pursue a dream on chosen path, 
En masse, we pay the toll, 
journey on, from dream to wrath. 


- Rene J. Vallee, Jr. 


MIGHTY WINGS OF PERCEPTION, IN CHRIST JESUS 


Lord, instill in me mighty wings of perception 
And the way to the cross 

That I might pray for someone 

That may be lost 

Point me to the direction of the living Christ 
That I may encounter peace of mind 

Open the way, God 

And remove from my eyes the blindness 

Give me the vision of eternal hope 

That I may be inspired 

To help another keep from moping 

(Teaching them to observe all things) in Christ - (Matt. 28-20) 
Help me to hold fast to the direction 

Of a well prepared mind, that be in Christ 
And Christ in me, believing that my Lord saith 
(Lo, | am with you alway, even unto the end of the world) - (Matt. 28 - 20) 
God take away our sins, | pray 

Help us to watch what we do and say 

And let the words of my mouth 

And the meditation of my heart 

Be acceptable to Thy sight 

Oh Lord, my strength and my redeemer 

In Jesus’ name | pray 

Bless the people and the world today 


- Dora Stephenson Baker 
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PRAY FOR ME 


Pray for me, there is nothing left 
that you can do, 

Pray for me, for prayers really 

do come true, 

Take my hand, and understand, 
That this day will pass away, 

But still, you can kneel, and pray. 


Pray for me, that I’ll have the 
strength that I shall need 

Take the Bible, and believe what you 
shall read, 

There’s a time for everything 

And now is the time for you to see, 
That this is my time, and this is your 
time, 

To pray for me. 


- Bernita C. Petchonka 


IN TWILIGHT 


Everytime I see you, 

Touch you, 

Kiss you, 

Hold you, 

I know everything’s alright. 


In the twilight sky, 
Above the stars, 
There’s a place, 

A very special place. 


It’s quite a sight to see, 
All around - peace and tranquility. 
Without pain or worry, 
Sorrow or sadness, 
And 
Everytime | see you there, 
To touch you, 
Kiss you, 
And to hold you, 
| know everything’s gonna be alright, 
Above the stars, 
In the twilight sky. 


- Christie Bales 
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LOVE 


Love is giving your all 
until you’ve nothing left to give. 
Love is having compassion, and 
caring for others just as 
Jesus did. 


Love is not what you 
receive, but what you give. 
For the greatest love of all; 
is the love you have within. 


Sharing and caring for 
others around you, will bring you 
so much joy. For when you give 
love, you receive love. In that 
there is no greater reward ... 


- Tracy Alan Goodson 


REMEMBERING 


Sometimes | sit and think of you, 
remembering your face. 
Thinking of my childhood 
running around your place. 


The smell of homemade apple pies, 
the smell of rhubarb too. 
The smile that you used to have 
even when the day was through. 


The hugs you used to give to me 
the way you used to laugh 
Yes | still think of all these things 
although, they’re in the past. 


The piano that you used to have 
you'd let me play all day. 
Even when Uncle Max got mad, 
you'd make him go away. 


Yes, | still think about you 
"cause you mean a lot to me. 
I never will forget you, 
I love and miss you, Auntie Bea. 
- Stacey Steele-Wilkins 
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LOVE 


Love, true love, can be such a pain. 

When one loves and the other doesn’t, it is 
all in vain. 

Sometimes true love is hard to find. 
Sometimes love will drive you out of your 
mind. 

It hits you right in the heart. ; 
Love, sometimes it will really tear you apart. 
Love picks you up and slams you down. 
Love spins you round and ’round. 

Love wakes you early in the morning. 

Love can strike without warning. 

Love can make you lose sleep at night. 
Love, oh sweet love, has caused many a fight. 
So you stop and look around. 

It’s very seldom true love can be found. 


- Clarence E. Knouse 


REVENGE! 


It was outrageous while it lasted 
but I knew it would come to an end 
too bad it was done in such a cruel fashion 
he might have remained my friend. 


Yet obviously that is not his desire 

he wants me to fade away 
I guess | will show him a thing or two 
when he hears what I have to say. 


I will make him feel about one inch tall 
and I will do it with such finesse 
I will make him wonder what he lost 
what I’m doing he won't even guess. 


He will be eating out of the palm of my hand 
before he can manage to blink 

I can’t wait to put my plan into action 

that poor sucker, he sure didn’t think. 


When | have wrapped him up nice and neat 
I will bring him to his knees 

I will walk away and never look back 

I will laugh at his pitiful pleas! 


- Dawn Routledge 
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INSPIRATION 


Inspiration 

May come from the strangest place 
A child’s crying 

An old man’s face 

You've got to grab it while it’s there 
It won't last forever 

Can’t guarantee your share 

The sun will only rise 

So many times 

True love comes but once 

But pain is often seen in one’s eyes 
Dont let these things escape 
Cherish every moment 

Life goes by so fast 

Don’t waste it 

To only be left with a past 


- Anthony D. James 


OH, BUSTER 


I see you playing in the snow, 
Just like a kid again, trying 
To make the perfect snowman. 


Only the next time I peek out 
Through the window, | discover 
You creep, a two headed snowman 
With three feet! 


Hope you don’t injure the minds 
Of the neighborhood children, 
What am I going to do with you? 


Again later, | look out, not seeing 
You, | begin to scout around for you, 
Not finding you, I begin to wonder! 


Going outside, I’m suddenly struck 

With a snowball, right between my eyes, 
knocking my glasses ... they fly OFF! 

Oh, I cry with a start, do that again 
Buster, and you'll be meeting with 

My insurance adjuster! 

- Teresa Anderson 
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PIECES OF THE PUZZLE 


Our lives are like pieces of a puzzle, 
at a moment a masterpiece 
At the next, something is missing, so we search 
for the lost pieces 
And when they’re found, we start once again, piecing 
our lives together 
These chain of events are caused by feelings, 
they never end, they go on forever 
Sometimes people see their lives 
as looking optimistic 
My advice is take a closer look, things aren’t 
always realistic 
So before you do another thing, think about my 
words of advocacy 
And maybe they’ll help you put the pieces together, 
as they did for me. 


- Leo St. Croix 


SEWING MEMORIES 


Me and my well-used sewing machine 
With many bright spools of thread, 

Sit amid many yards of cloth 
While the table now with prints is spread. 


Many patterns are stacked just waiting 
Neatly, everywhere you can see, 

While I sit and ponder which one to use 
Or what color or shape it will be. 


As | sew, | think of the many times 
When a child, how I watched Mother sew, 
Bright dresses so pretty came from her machine 
Far into the night while her lamps burned low. 


She sewed every color and piece of cloth 
Into dresses and shirts, almost anything, 
Just for us children we were every size 
Her nimble fingers, happy smiles did bring. 


So as I sew, my thoughts wander back 
Just for a little while, 

To my Mother, as she sat, where | sit now 
With her machine and a happy smile. 


- Dorothy Behringer 
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THE BUTTERFLY AND THE TOAD 


Let me tell you a true story of the butterfly and the toad 
And what happens to each of them when attacked on life’s road. 


The butterfly tries to escape by hurrying out of sight 
While the toad stands ready for battle, determined to win the 
fight. 


In flight the butterfly appears to have everything going its way 
But the truth is, it is weak and unsure of its fate from day to 


day. 


And the toad - not too pretty to look at - appears to be cursed 
by God 
Has its feet firmly planted on Earth’s strong foundation of sod. 


So when you seem to be grounded and you're feeling just like a 
toad 

Think how unsure the butterfly is and see if it lightens your 
load. 


As you think about that butterly floating merrily in the air 
Remember there’s no quality to a life that is spent up there. 


- Stana Obar 


BE NOT AFRAID 


Fear... 

Fear from loss of the things most yearned. 

Though time predicts the when and the where, 

Be not afraid of tomorrow. 

Though circumstances edit the rapture of life’s score, 
Be not afraid of tomorrow. 

Though one man can determine the price we must pay, 
Be not afraid of tomorrow. 

FGdlues: 

Fear of dreams that may die. 

Freak. 

Fear of opportunity that may never arise. 

Though life’s tribulations may come in excess, 

Be not afraid of tomorrow. 

Though no man can explain its extent, 

Be not afraid of tomorrow. 


- Clarise F. Saunders 
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WITH LOVE 


I close my eyes so we can sail together 
Beyond our wildest dreams 

To a land where all dream-lovers meet 
A land so seldom seen 

Where two hearts have joined each other 
High above the seas 

At a place much like paradise 

Where only the doves sing 

This is where we've put our treasure 
Shining with the stars 

Just waiting for us to drift to sleep 

To run them by our hearts 

So undivided two spirits will flow 

To hold eternity 

The memories that will shine forever 
Just close your eyes to see 


- Cathie Marcoux 


AMERICAN VICTORY WON 


When thoughts of war are over 
With an American victory won, 

The soldiers marching home once more 
To freedom, peace and fun. 


Then we'll all rejoice in solemn prayer 
To Heaven’s only King, 

And thank him in a solemn way 
For the peace our heroes bring. 


Mothers will be happy 
When sons no more shall roam, 

On dangerous oceans and foreign soils 
But safe at last at home. 


Sweethearts will rejoice in thanks 
When beaus are near once more, 

Instead of far away in tanks 
Sacrificing lives for war. 


The nation will be better 
When there’s Liberty for all, 
And rights of man protected 
With the victory, America will call. 


- Gilbert Hilderbrand 
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ALWAYS 


The people one loses 
Because of pride. 

The people one loses 
When they choose to hide. 


With each loss we choose 
A different end. 

With each loss we lose 
Another friend. 


Someone who’s been there 
All of our life. 

Someone who’s been there 
Through all of the strife. 


Someone we love, 
Despite the pain. 
Someone we love, 
And love will remain. 


- Elizabeth A. Strawoet 


LIFE’S JOURNEY 


Life is a journey we each must take, 

while learning our lessons from all our 
mistakes. 

In joy and in sorrow we look toward tomorrow. 
For Satan lurks along the way to trap us in 

this world of clay. 

That gradually, gradually fades away. 

For even in the church we find some children 
of Satan in disguise, 

For sinners in their pitiful way crucify Jesus 
everyday. 

For being good cannot save our souls, 

or heal the lost ones by the side of the road. 
So let us not waiver in our journey back Home, 
For when we have Jesus we are never alone. 
For in God’s love Satan cannot survive, 

For only in Christ are we truly alive. 

So alas! we must cling to our Blessed Lord, 
who died to set men free, upon the Cross of Calvary, 
And rose from the dead that we might be, 

The Children of God for Eternity. 


- Evelyn Beebe Leddy 
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FOR GROWTH 


If | stepped out 
What would | see? 
Aman, a woman, 
Or an endless sea? 


What would I find 
So deep inside? 
A gentle human, 
Or a raging tide? 


Or would it be 

The love of man? 

The kindness of words 
Or touch of a hand? 


I just don’t know 
What I would see 
If once, just once, 

I stepped out of me 


- Jeff Reichardt 


SEASONS 


Death came by on quiet feet. 
Blazing fall color gold and red, 
Chilled air, frost killed plants, 
Flower gardens put to bed. 


Cold gray rain, icy sleet. 

Snow covering frozen ground. 
Old hibernating bears dreaming, 
Winter white sleeping all around. 


Listening ears take notice, 

Clear trickles from melting snowcap. 
Sunshine warming cold stiffened limbs, 
Spring intruding on winter’s nap. 


Bright green grass, tender buds, — 
Blossom into clouds pink and white. 
Blazing sun, summer's warrior sword 
Slices thru the ripening wheat. 
Death came by on quiet feet. 

- Rose Shearer 
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LITERATURE 


No major in Science am I, 
and Math does not equal with me. 
World History has no future, 
and computers simply don’t appeal to me. 
For Literature would be my choice, 
the writing, reading and imagination. 
There was Dickinson, Poe, Emerson and Thoreau, 
and so much more fascination. 
A poem, a story, or perhaps a novel, 
anything I chose to create. 
| would travel to Europe to research my book, 
or any of the United States. 
A poem can bring so much emotion, 
a smile so dear, a tear that’s sincere. 
A story can create any atmosphere, 
a coziness in the air, or thoughts of fear. 
Yes, Literature is my chosen light, 
thanks for listening, now I must write! 


- Anne Beatty 


SECRETARY'S PRAYER 


Oh God get me through this day. 

I wish this work would go away. 
Open the mail and make the coffee - 
"Type that letter!" 

He says to me. 


I answer the phones - 
Papers | file - 
I do this all with a smile. 


Revisions and changes all day long - 

Is this really where I belong? 

My steno pad is filled with notes - 

Among them semicolons, commas and quotes. 


I draft the memos and type the briefs. 
I’ve been doing this for weeks! 

Do that fax and Federal Express - 
Gosh, my desk is a mess! 


But through this | still survive - 
For my job from nine to five. 


- Pamela Palmer 
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THE CHRISTIAN 


I remember a day, not so long ago. 

A day | felt both hungry and cold. 

I hungered for a love unknown, 

| hungered for a warmth once shown. 

As | sat there hungry and cold, 

People passed by, both young and old. 

As I sat and wondered, why? 

A man just stopped ... he didn’t pass by. 

| asked him why? This he did. 

He answered, "It is my Master’s bid." 

I watched him as he filled my needs. 

I followed him as he did some other deeds. 
He showed me a different life. 

He showed me one that had no strife. 

He taught me how to kneel and pray. 

He taught me his loving Master’s way. 
Now | know that love unknown, 

The kind that only Jesus Christ has shown. 


- Roberta M. Powell 


ROSE OF LOVE AND PEACE 


Looking out upon the sun risen day, 

I see the treasure of joy. 

I smell the fragrance of a blooming rose. 

For its colors are memories of a summer ago. 
Be it girl or be it boy. 

In eyes, I see mischief, 

Or a smile of sweet within. 

For no one knows what the future holds, 

Or what tomorrow may bring, 

As the dew of morning shows so precious and gentle. 
For in my life you were my rose. 

Showing comfort and giving me a life of peace. 
Holding you in me each waking day, 

May you always live on, in the heavens above. 
Upon this day I hold a rose, 

As if this were a day to mourn, 

For you my child were never born. 

May the rose of my life, give to you my love. 
For with the sweet smell of love, 

May the tears cease. 

For with this rose may it bring me peace, 

Oh --- Rose of Love and Peace! 


- Michele Kizzia 
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APRICOT GLOW 


A trail in the sky 

Rises upward toward 

An apricot sky, rippled in time 

Footsteps quickening, patterned for the sky. 


What I left behind: hurt of childhood 

That held me from joy. Dropping 

My agony, fixed on stepping stones 
Footsteps quickening, patterned for the sky. 


Every breath within me quickens 

Then slows as I travel upward 

For God's glory all | bring 

Footsteps quickening, patterned for the sky. 


Bring Me your childhood, 

Your present into apricot glow 

Changed in my arms, stars 

Footsteps quickening, patterned for the sky. 


- Sally Swart 


HMA TEE He EH 


She sits all alone 

Does not hear, does not care 
She talks on the phone 

To friends who aren’t there 
They say she is strange 

That she lives in a daze 
They point and they laugh 
And make fun of her ways 
She lives in her own world 

A world with no sun 

A world in her mind 

Where she’s number one 

If you speak to her 

She will turn away fast 
When choosing up teams 
Her name is called last 

But she doesn’t feel "out" 
She’s as "in" as can be 

Cuz in the world in her head 
She will always be free. 


- Debe Rae Moreno 
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LADY CLOWN 


I saw a lady clown walk by today. 
Her mask of colored paint 

Did not reveal the melancholy song 
inside her heart. 


What secrets hid behind the thespian mask 
of chalk white and scarlet red? 

Was that laughter, or was it tears, 

making rivers in her grease paint facade? 


Conditioned as | am to laugh at clowns, 
I laughed aloud! 

Startled, she released the three bright, 

yellow balloons, clutched to her heart. 


They soared overhead, bouncing and bobbing 

in a macabre dance till they were but 

yellow dots against the azure sky 

When she could see them no more, she walked away. 


- Virginia Thomas Wells 


DAD’S VIOLIN 


Dad was just a farmer, 

His hands were large and strong 

Six days these hands labored 

But when Sunday came along 

In his car, to church he’d go, and beside him there, 
Sat his precious violin, he played with tender care. 


He’d draw the bow across the strings, 
The violin began to sing. 

Such music came from raw and strings, 
It made the very rafters ring. 

Now in its case it silently lays, 

The one who played it went away. 


I'll not forget the times when he played upon it tenderly, 
Or the times when he called it a fiddle, 

And played so fast, to me it’s a riddle, 

Yet there are times, | seem to hear, 

A violin so soft and clear, 

I close my eyes, then I see Dad, with violin, smiling at me. 


- Bertha Sawyer 
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THE FIGURE 


One day as I did my daily chores 
I heard a weak knock at one of my doors 
I looked through the blinds and thought who could it be 
A figure in tattered old clothes was all | could see 


I opened the door and said, "What do you seek?" 
A low voice uttered, "A sip of water and something to eat." 
"Go away,’ | said, "Go away, 
No handouts here today. 
When will you learn to stand on your own feet?" 


I closed the door and watched for awhile 
His eyes filled with tears, | saw not a smile 
He picked up what appeared to be clothes in a pile 
The figure walked a few feet as if it were a mile 


As | knelt down that night to pray 
Lord, forgive me for my sins today, 
A voice gentle and meek | heard say 
"Did you know that was Jesus you turned away?" 


- Brenda Edrington Young 


THE GAIT 


Evidence of how footsteps point in the soil 

Tells whether one walks the straight and narrow 

For when we speak of a fine, upstanding person 

We must subconsciously know and ascertain 

That to walk straight and narrow one must walk erect 
And the full standing posture allows this effect 

One’s normal stance must be with a lean slightly back 
From the base of the spine and on up through the back 
Then this stance draws one’s legs much closer together 
With each step straight in front of the last forever 
Thus with locomotion, as the torso tilts forward 

The person walks vertically, righteously onward 

One’s breathing is rightly the key to all this 

And with righteous living is deep and in bliss 

Pituitary and thyroid must enter the airstream 

To assist oxygenation of the bloodstream 

For this breathing pumps up one’s spinal column 

The muscles erect the very bones that bind them 

So, through full, peaceful breathing, we raise ourselves up 
And draw ourselves together, to walk but not strut 


- Stephen J. Bartlett 
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HOPEFULLY YOU’LL ALWAYS BE NEARBY 


Sometimes the only thing you can do 
Is wait something out. 

Just savour the feeling of anticipation 
And the wonderment of what 

is yet to come. 

Sometimes thinking of the future 
Really scares me. 

Because | don’t know where I'll be 
Or who I'll be with 

Or if Pll be with anyone at all. 
Hopefully, no matter where | am, 

I’ll use my strength and inner love 
To get me through whatever 

Life may bring my way. 

Hopefully, too, you'll be 

Somewhere nearby, 

Somewhere close, 

So I can at least touch you 

Or feel your touch. 


- Sheryl Jager 


DANAE IN DECEMBER 
This dispirited December day 


Cold 
and 
Hard 
and 
Stark 
and 


Still 


God 
In the snowlight 
Like Zeus descending 


(and | 

as if 

kissed 

in the small 
of my neck) 


- Priscilla Sears 
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NO DISTINCTION 


A cold winter's day 

An even colder winter’s night 
And huddled in an alley 

One solitary life 


A life of no distinction 

Among the passers by each day 

As the tears fall bright and heavy 
Upon the cardboard in which he lays 


But far into the heavens 

The eyes do seek him there 

They gaze with love and knowledge 
Of the burdens that he bears 


Two arms reach out to embrace him 
Gently showing him he’s not alone 
Bringing comfort and safety to this man 
Who among people has no home. 


- Belinda E. McPherson 


I THINK OF YOU OFTEN 


I think of you often 
all thru the week. 


You are like a breath of 
fresh air. 


A trusting and caring 
friend. 


I think of you often 
all thru the week. 


When | think of you 
I’m reminded of 
the wonderful 
things life has 
to offer. 


| think of you often 
all thru the week. 


- Kris Martin 
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YOU ARE ... 


You are the lightin 
that brightens my Hee 


You are the sun 
that warms my heart 


You are the one that makes me 
shine like a precious gem 


You are the gentle wind that 
brushes against my face 


You are the shield that 
protects me from insecurity 


You are like a blue bird 
that is soaring against the sky 


But most of all you are 
my destiny and my salvation 


- Lauri-Ann LaPointe 


THE AGED CHAPEL 


Madonna and child influence 
shifted and decrepit wall, 
Artful cobweb hover low to 
block arched, musty hall, 
Tarnished chalice lie unused 
on scant chambray unmussed, 
Painted cherubs imprint stained glass 
enveloped with gleaned dust, 
Populous idle chatter reverberate 
throughout empty Gothamite, 
It is musical chimes ruing decry 
at toll of midnight, 
Vines of twining trumpetlike blossom 
deface huge monuments, 
Cloak the inscribed words 
bearing their contents, 
ee statue occupy the center 
of sacred garden unlit, 
Face of everlasting glory 
humbled in spirit. 


- Deborah L. Garnett 
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Me ae ae Ne ae ae te ae 


I stand and watch the people, like actors in a play, 
each scene’s just another day. 

Fighting for the lead, the star of the show, 

but the leading role they will never know. 


Fighting for power, nothing to gain, 

the play’s been written, the end’s always the same. 
Missing the joys of the simple things, 
letting life pass them by, 

What good will success bring, 

when it’s your time to die? 


The smell of a rose, 

the early morning dew. 
The rising of the sun, 
enjoyed by so few. 


Enjoy your life at every age, 
Just like a book, 


- Lisa Smith 


OCTOBER’S LATE SHOW 


The jet sky, its finish matte 
Receives its nightly quote of stars 
From every side, sparingly tossed 
And carefully, so none are lost 
Evenly sprinkled. 


This heavenly stage - its backdrop jet, matte 

Provides the setting for a myriad of spangle- 
costumed dancers 

Each a star. 

A giant spotlight - the full harvest moon 

Blazes upon the scene 

Each shimmering dancer goes into her speciality. 


Signaled by the applause of the pale hands of dawn 
On cue, dancers exit from every side 

Clearing the stage as it was filled. 

The tired spotlight pales - then fades 

Its mission for another night fulfilled 

Each performance a smashing success! 


- Elaine Jones 
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REMEMBER 


If the day is over 

And nothing has gone right, 
Remember that tomorrow 
It may be all right. 

if something in your life 
Has totally gone wrong, 
Remember don’t give up 
Make yourself strong. 

If all of your dreams 

Have been broken in two, 
Remember one day 

Your dreams will come true. 
If you feel nothing 

Will ever go your way, 
Remember it will 

One day. 

If all is lost 

Everything is gone, 

Just remember 

Life will go on. 


- Tracy Bernowitz 


THE WOOD: TO R/F 


I sat in my chair. 
By the window 
staring through the glass 
as the sun faded behind the clouds. 
| watched the darkening wood 
while the glow of the fireplace kept me warm. 
Looking out beyond the trees then, 
into the fields by their edge, 
a lonely figure passed. 
| watched him for a moment 
as he stopped and stared back .... 
At me? I wondered at first 
but it was the wood that caught his eye. 
I felt pride in his admiration, 
thinking to invite him in 
but the snow fell slowly, quietly until he moved on, 
disappearing into its darkening white. 
I turned away from the window and slowly closed my eyes. 
Then with the glowing embers 
I fell asleep with my miles behind. To sleep. 


- Christopher A. Gieser 
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HOME COMFORT 


Snowflakes everywhere 

And a chill in the air, 

As darkness starts to descend. 
But I don’t really mind, 

For I know I will find 

Comfort around the next bend. 


Approaching the drive, 

It’s so good to arrive. 

The porch lights reach out through the snow. 
And the smoke that I smell 

Is inviting as well. 

It will be warm within, I know. 


Once inside I begin 

To unbundle again, 

The family’s there waiting for me. 
And their smiles let me know 

That wherever I go, 

Home’s the best place on earth to be. 


- Kathleen Vaughn Johnson 


HE’S CALLING YOU 


If you listen, 

You will hear, . 

A gentle loving voice, 
Drawing you near, 

He is our Savior, 

Who suffered much, 

For one purpose, 

For you to touch, 

The hem of His garment, 
Made to save, 

By grace you can call, 
Upon His name, 

Man needs the forgiveness, 
Only God can give, 

Man needs God’s love, 
And purpose to live, 

No one knows the scope, 
Of God’s perfect plan, 
But one thing is known, 
He came for every man. 


- Jacqueline Wenhold 
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YESTERYEAR 


We often think of yesteryear 
Where we were safe from harm, 
It was peaceful and beautiful, 
Our life upon the farm. 

Lamps were used for lighting 
Giving enough light to read, 

Our stoves were filled with oil, 
Satisfying our every need. 

The toilet was an outhouse 

And for paper we used a book, 
After you shut the door, 

You closed it with a hook. 
Water was carried from a well 
We drank from a dipper and pail, 
Clothes were done on a washboard 
And we dried them on a nail. 

To bathe we used a basin 
Washing one part then another, 
We often think of yesteryear, 

Us six children and our mother. 


- Violet Kane 


HELLO? 


Hello ... do you remember me? 
I’m the one you kissed that night 
Ever so gently. 
Hello ... what can I do for you? 
For me, you left in despair and 
Broke my heart in two. 
Hello ... do I ever cross your mind? 
You do cross mine now and then .... 
No ... really all the time 
Hello ... one more question | must know .... 
How could you be so heartless .... 
How could you go so low... 
How could you toss me aside 
As if it were a show 
So now .. good-bye is my reply 
And all I say to you 
For I have had it with your lies 
And heartless 

Remarks 

Too!! 


- Sheri Bone 
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MY DAD 


Even though he was blind 

And had been since a child, 

He touched the hearts of everyone 
With his courage and his smile. 


And never once did he complain 
That life had been so cruel, 

But lived each and every day 
Filled with faith, hope and cheer. 


He always had a kind word 

And lent a helping hand, 

He always knew just what to do, 
This man is my dad. 


Though he is gone 

It makes me sad 

To know that we're apart, 

But he will always be with me, 
His memories | hold in my heart. 


- Linda Presley 


THE SIRENS 


Voices cry out like the Sirens, 
Persuading me to join their quest 
and turn away from my one true home. 


Voyagers of today are never 
offered the ball of wax 

That Odysseus’s men used to drown 
out the songs of evil. 


None are given the prophetic knowledge 
that Circe gave Odysseus, 

There’s not a rope in the world 
tight enough to hold a determined youth. 


Even if there were, 
My fellow voyagers could not be trusted 
to keep the rope tight. 


There is no protection 
from the world’s sorcery. 


- Libby Wilhelm 
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SHE STANDS ALONE 


Perfect ... Simple ... 

The way she pictured it to be. 
None of life’s troubles in their way. 
"Freedom together’ ... Forever ... 


Picture perfect ... 90 real ... 
Lifelike in her dreams. 

Her hopes well determined. 
"The road to him" ... Pleasure ... 


Downfall ... Crushed ... 

His love no longer there, 

Never there to begin with. 

Torn pictures of them together ... Never shown ... 


Hopes ... Dreams ... 

Too high to reach, too big to hold. 
They all come down on her 

In a matter of seconds. 

"And now’ ... She Stands Alone ... 


- Beverly Dawson 


WORK OF FIRE 


Surely I have not forgotten 

All the things that have gone before 
The wonder and the awe 

The silent storm of fire 

A mighty rushing blaze 

The shroud of His presence 


The edge of a miracle 

Needs no introduction 

But the best works that lie ahead 
Will come unexpectedly 

A golden gilded rainbow 

Is created the night before 


Who can know the mind of the Lord 
Who can search Him out 

What do you know, O man 

The things He shall do with you 

Let the Potter have His way 

With the clay 


- Janie Romestant 
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HHER HE 


Come to me my child, 
My child at age three. 
Let me kiss away your anger - 
And wear your cloak of shame. 


When | saw you standing 
Clinging to the fence - 
You shouted out in anger, 
And clenched your little fist. 
You said I was not willing 
To bear the child’s pain - 


And so you left me standing there, 
And wandered out of sight. 

To the land where wounded children, 
Wait to be reclaimed. 


So come to me my child, 

Give me your cloak of shame. 
I will not deny you. 

I will know your pain. 


- Barbara K. Brennan 


GETTING OLD 


In getting old the toothpaste top won't come off any more, 
Things are never really the same as they were before 

The patience seems to wear thin, 
but more-so our faith is increased from within. 


So do have a fruitful life to live, 
with love still in your heart to give. 
This. being one of the rewards of age, 
we can transmit this love all our days. 


The little tasks that were easy to do, 
now become so difficult for you. 

We must surge always ahead though, 
stopping to smell the roses as we go. 


With God’s hand in mine I can do all things still, 
if this may be His will. 

I will take one day at a time, 
until the day when all things are mine. 


- Norma Torrence 
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FEAR 


My name is Fear 
Once in your life 

I take full control 
frightened you try 
to loose my hold 
But I am there 


I cause the meek 

to become extremely mean 
When | destroy their 
hopes and hidden dreams 
They know I’m there 

My name is Fear 


| make the mighty 
believe they are headed 
fora fall 

Unjustly and crueler they 
begin to treat all 
Because | am there 

My name is Fear 


- Marion Goosby 


A DIFFERENT BETTER HALF 


Friends are special people 

To have in times of need. 

They’re there to listen and help you too 
Whenever your heart may bleed. 


Friends are special people. 
They’re not just anywhere. 

If you need a shoulder to cry on, 
A friend is always there. 


Friends are special people. 

Even if you’re not feeling blue. 
They’re there to share the laughter 
Known just between you two. 


Friends are special people. 

Sometimes they’ re hard to find. 

But when they’re found you know you have 
Something of a very rare kind. 


- Caron C. Lacy 
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HELLO? IS ANYONE THERE? 


Hello? 

Is anyone there? 

Can you hear me? 

I have been calling for so long. 


Hello? 

Is anyone there? 

Answer me, please! 

All | want is to hear another voice. 
| want my voice to be heard. 

Have I been here too long? 

Does anyone remember me? 


Hello? 

Is anyone there? 

Someone has to be out there. 

How come no one is answering me? 

How long do | have to call until you will answer? 


Hello? 
Is anyone there? 


- Heidi Schartz 


EDEN 


If | could have a garden 

And plant as spring draws near 
Harvest rare would flourish there 
And grow from year to year. 


First of all on God I'd call 

To shower from above 

His loving grace on every place 
And fill it with His love. 


I'd make a search for every tool 
To aid in cultivation 

Take on the toil to rid the soil 
That leads to degradation. 


Then I'd sow the tiny seeds 

Of virtues large and small 

And send to shoot from root to root 
Love and peace to one and all. 

- Eileen Bridget Nolan 
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SR ae He He se ae ee 


Listen as the fog lifts, 
Do you see the light? 


Silence is the beauty 
Do you hear the sounds? 


Feel the chill of sundown, 
Do you know the beauty? 


See the frost of a new morning, 
Do you take it for granted? 


Behold the beauty of the rose, 
Do you see the blooms of 
A new beginning, 
Or just the soon to be loss? 


Hold on to your faith, 
And never lose sight 

Of the true feelings 
And beauty of life. 


- Jamie Barney 


A SUMMER DAY 


Oh, what a lovely summer day 

When grass is green and children play 
The fruit is ripening on the trees 
’Neath shining sun and gentle breeze 


What joy to watch the garden grow 

It’s good for one to rake and hoe 

The work is hard, one’s back may ache 
Tho’ there’s no need to fear it may break 


In the heat of the day, there’s rest and shade 
With a refreshing glass of lemonade 

There’s time to watch the flowers bloom 
And inhale their fragrant sweet perfume 


Then an outdoor picnic in the yard 

A feast of fresh home-growns a reward 
The sun has set, and time to hit the hay 
It’s the end of a lovely summer day 

- Lillian Gill 
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DEATH 


My death will come in the morning 
I think 
Because | am a believer in starting over 
I will rise into the pale gray 
Of another beginning 
Finished. Completed. 
My soul will be naked 
And transparent in the light. 
I have sought death many times, 
Watching for it without hope, 
Needing it simply because | hurt 
Biecan clap for a few hours. 
But now, in my sanity, 
I see that death is not cheap. 
Death is not meant for a moment’s escape. 
Death is a splendid gift 
And the ultimate beginning of an untimely end. 
Someday | will die as every man before me has done. 
Until then, I am here to exist 
Or to fight. 
That decision must be made eventually. 


- Leo W. Guffey, Jr. 


MY PEOPLE 


Going back to the land of my people, 
How many times I dreamt about you, 
How many times in my nightly dreams 

I was walking the sidewalks of my youth. 


Roaming the strange and beautiful lands, 
_Mountains, lakes, deserts and rivers, 

My eyes full of wonders and sights, 

Watching the fishermen, workers and divers. 


Shall I claim this country as my own, 
Shall I give my love, my work, my all, 
Shall I forget the country before, 
Shall | forget the mysterious call? 


Come home, come home my foolish child, 
Don’t waste the goodness of your heart 
On strangers who can’t understand, 

who even if they could, would never try. 

- Hedy Wolf Formanek 
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GOD’S STORY 


God gives us sweet memories in life to reflect upon in our days 
of old age and in moments of strife. 

As our paths cross, one with the other, our destinies bind us 

closer together. We may be doubtful of our brothers’ 

motives and, maybe our own are not so pure. Through painful 

debates and times of despair God will reveal to us a heart 

seasoned with His love; a heart that we spoke evil of. God’s 

timing is the light of grace that can reveal a man’s most inner 

face. 

So let us love one another in action and in thought. While men 

rey not be able to read our minds, God can surely see our 
earts. 

If we will take but a moment to recall the greatest sacrifice of 

all. How Jesus died such a painful death for us all. It would be 

so easy to love the most unlovable person of all. 

And as we grow old and mature in God's love, God will impart 

to us His mercy, grace and, His everlasting love. 

And as our trophies sit on God’s mantlepiece, he will remember 
us with a smile and say, "These I gave my child in whom I am 

well pleased." 

a e our brothers and sisters in Christ, let us always do good 
eeds. 

And when we are old and full of years our hearts will be warmed 
by sweet memories and good deeds. 

Life for man is but a flicker in time, a moment so short. So let 
us do all that we can for God in so short a time that He has 

given us, so that God can receive the glory. And when we are 

old we can tell God’s story. 


- Barbara J. Turner 


REPENTANCE 


When I was young I had a gun 

And shot God’s wild things just for fun. 

But now I’m old and think a lot 

My grief is deep for the creatures | shot. 
Forgive me God and when | go 

Let me be with these wild things of long ago. 


- George Goldsmith-Carter 
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IT’S NOT FOREVER 


It’s hard to believe 
That he’s really gone now, 
I want him back 
Oh I wish I knew how. 
It hurts a lot 
I’m sure it always will, 
I] want to be with him again 
A dream only God can fulfil. 
I miss his tenderness 
His warmth and love, 
For him to hold me again 
Is what I really dream of. 
His gentle hugs 
His caring touch, 
Is what I miss 
So very much. 
He could always make me smile, 
Especially when I was blue. 
He only had to say one thing 
It was "I love you." 
One day I'll make it to heaven 
And no longer will I be sad, 
Because once again | will be able to say 
"| love you, Dad!" 


- Lora Myers 


FOR ONESELF 


What a thrilling sight 
Brilliant stars above at night 
Set in an indigo sky 
Scattered about space on high 
Casting a wondrous spell 
Binding all who look to feel well 
Refreshing one’s loving spirit 
To face life and not fear it. 
After observing though, one wishes to share 
The delight in seeing, feeling and being 
But alas, others seldom view a thing 
In the same special way of seeing 
Tis fruitless to expect another 
To have identical emotions or thoughts 
One must learn contentment in feeling and thinking 
With one’s own senses, naturally, not borrowed or bought. 


- Harriet Schaeffer 
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THE RAIN SONG 


Late September has fallen again. 

And it’s a joy watching it with you. ; 
The Rain Song plays in the back of my mind. 
The Rain Song only plays for two. 


The leaves slowly reach the ground. 
And night begins to judge day. 

The world stops to ignore all else, 
Hypnotized by what two have to say. 


A coldness sets across the land. 

It’s going to be a frigid night. 

But if the Rain Song plays, and we stay close together, 
Your hand will be in mine, tight. 


I only hope the world will know, 
That in my heart you will keep. 
And the Rain Song will always play 
Even in my dreams as | sleep. 


- Shawn Susa 


A FRUITFUL FRIEND 


A fruitful friendship is without end. 

It brings love, peace and a helping hand. 

A friend can define and share your wishes. 

And even fill a shallow spirit. 

Whenever you're in doubt, a friend is always around. 


Friends can inspire your goals. 

And lead you to a pot of gold, 

The gold that lies within your dreams. 

And only you can redeem. 

So now you know what a friend really means. 


Who can mend the times of despair. 
Only a friend who is treated fair. 
And whose love must not become a withering flame. 


With a friend there can be joys and sorrows. 
But you'll live to see today and tomorrow. 


A time will come when your days will end. 
But a faithful friend will last for time without end. 


- Roberto Tolentino J.R. 
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THE ROSE THAT NEVER SAID GOOD-BYE 


Look over there! 

It’s a rose 

Full bloom and pretty 
I take it into my hand 
Gently smell its beauty 
I conquer it 

I put it by my cheek 
So soft and fragile 

I put it to my heart 
I’m in love 

Rare beauty and love 
Is valuable to me 

Oh no! 

It falls apart 

And dies 

Forgive me, I weep 

It was wonderful 
While it lasted 

But no good-byes said 
I guess I'll go through 
This passion of roses again 
I'll be waiting 


- Gary Wolford 


SEASON’S CHANGE 


The autumnal winds of gentle breezes 
Made me realize the change of season - 

Glides the leaves in their many splendor 
As they dance in a melody so tender. 


The birds in flight across the sky - remind me of 
Summer days gone by.... 


The fragrance of a pumpkin pie and crispness of apples 
As ripe as wine, enhances my senses of the time. 


The harvest moon lights up the sky 
Its warm orange glow enhances the night. . . the 


season changes and | realize, the earth’s unveiling 
beauty before my eyes. 


- Joyce Ricketts 
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VICE VERSA 


A child, nose pressed against a cold, plate glass window. 
Eyes big with wonder, 
Deep within a hunger grows. 
A longing unfulfilled, 
Dying yet still alive as witnessed in a breath, 
A cold winter’s night. 
Food, family, warmth of the fireplace. 
A heavy heart for one so young. 


A child, nose pressed against a warm, plate glass window. 
Eyes saddened, 
Deep within a sorrow grows. 
A yearning unfulfilled, 
Refusing to die as breath fogs the window, 
A smothering heat. 
Falling snow, fresh air, freedom to soar. 
A heavy heart for one so young. 


Two children, noses pressed against a plate glass window. 
Face to face, 
Eye to eye, 
Unseeing but for their hearts’ desires. 


- Kevin E. Helms 


Mee He ee EH 


Angry words 
a broken heart 
telling lies 
living apart 

Strong fists 
determined to wound 
tears flowing 
very soon 

Broken homes 
shattered dreams 
loud, piercing sound 
of someone’s screams 

Loud, angry voices 
tempers burn 
children hear this - 
look what they’ve learned 


- Kim Morrone 
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GRANDMA 


My Grandma loves me, I’m sure very much 
She has always had that sweet loving touch. 
No matter what happens, she’s there when you need her 
Willing to listen and help out to be sure. 
She'll give you advice, if you ask her, you see 
But otherwise quiet, she just lets it be. 
She always has a nice word to say 
So thoughtful, considerate, day after day. © 
Her eyes are so kind and heart made of gold 
She’s had quite a life, so | have been told. 
She raised her own children with problems and aches 
She did it with guts, she had what it takes. 
She’s now all alone, ’cause Grandpa’s not here 
But her faith in God helps her have no fear. 
Her life on this earth is not saintly and pure 
She made her mistakes but she prayed for a cure. 
When her day comes and God calls her by name 
She’ll be ready to go, and go with no shame. 
I’ll remember her always and am ready to shout 
She’s the best, and loved lots, with no doubt. 
Grandma, sweet Grandma, these words are for you 
I cherish your love with all things that you do. 


- Beverly Johnson 


THE FIRST POET 


There never seems to be much time 

For science or for health 

My favorite book is history 

The rhyme of life and wealth 

The root that holds the flower 

The gift of life at birth 

Is written, in the beginning, God created 
The heaven and the earth 

I’ve never known a poet as wonderful as He 
Jesus Christ, my Saviour 

Who bled and died for me 

The greatest given story that man has ever heard 
Is the teaching of salvation 

By believing in His Word 

The First Poet in history 

Was God’s own precious Son 

Whose Word has taught us everything 
Since the world was begun. 


- Bet Ward 
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THE WIND AND | 


Did you ever dream about the sky - 
to touch the heavens before you die 
to see that light amid the blue 

the color scheme that is so new 

to cotton clouds and silver hue 

the air, the essence, I breath it too. 


Did you ever dream about the sea - 

to run above it and be free 

to dip and dive amid the waves 

and prance about the tops and stays 

to wisk astride the white crests of foam. 


Did you ever dream about the land - 
that part that is abound with man 
to fly above the mountaintops 

and skip and glide beneath the sun. 


Did you ever dream above the earth - 
to see what God giveth man at birth 
the wondrous sights you see for free 
my fantastic friend - the Wind and Me. 


- James W. Ferguson, M.D. 


MY FALLING LOVE 


Your beauty lies before me, 
which is the beauty itself 
that does not grow old. 

I let my emotions run wild, 
but I know you don’t love me 
so my heart is left in dismay. 


In my darkest dreams 
I see you drifting away. 
I awake only to see 
the darkness of the room. 


If only I was to awaken 
to see the silhouette of your body 
in the shadows of the room. 
| would feel loved and relaxed 
and I’d know you feel the same way 
for me as | do for you. 


- Jason Clack 
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THE OCEAN 


It ripples, it waves, 

Like a quilt in the wind. 
Like a pattern on a shirt, 
The colors all blend. 


The blues, the greens, 
The dark, the light, 

It helps you to feel 
That everything is right. 


As the wind increases, 
It begins to get rough. 
It rolls as it charges, 
Challenging any bluff. 


It starts from afar, 

And builds as it nears. 

But with its beauty and grace 
It calms all your fears. 


It roars like an animal, 
That’s out of control. 

But it will touch your heart, 
And soothe your soul. 


- Carlene Cavnar 


THE SONGS OF THE NIGHT 


O listen to the songs of night! 
Gemmed galaxies in rhythmed flight; 
The whispering wind and shifting sand, 
All sing God’s praise on sea and land. 


In harmony the songs of night 

Will set world’s troubled darkness right; 
As gentle strains of nature swell, 
Melodic sounds note, "All is well." 


God’s promise come with songs of night, 
Crescendo bursts to dawn -- the light! 
Feared darkness fades as newborn day 
So softly sings all cares away. 


- Barbara T. Schlautmann 
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JULIE 


| remember one night, not too long ago... 

Words danced between us, 

Thoughts kissed each other, 

Smiles, deep in meaning, hugged our eyes, 

Memories (too secret to whisper) decorated our hearts, 
A touch, gentle and understanding, connected our souls, 
-Moonbeams, glistening with romance, surrounded us, 
Amidst a crowd of laughter-filled voices we were alone, 
Together caught in the moment’s magic. 


But then, 
Tears, dressed in reality, fell on our cheeks, 
And we glanced at our watches. 


Sadness coughed loudly, 
Spraying impossibilities everywhere. 


The Lovers... 


Faster than an eye’s blink, 

Without ample warning, 

Like death, 

Our now... had become a yesterday. 


- Lee Christopher 


Te Mee eae ee He 


F or all the values we hold today 

R emember the words they used to say 

E veryone shall be heard, man shall be free 
E veryone shall live in equality 

D ont judge a character with false pretense 
Or give second notions with biased sense 
M aintain this world as a place to voice 


O pen the locks and allow this choice 
F or we all have opinions, not all agree 


S ome may be difficult for all eyes to see 

P eople express themselves in explicit ways 
E xplicit views make the news these days 

E veryone’s allowed to relay how they feel 
C ensorship limits the American appeal 

H ave and to hold may this right always be 


- Michele M. Anderson 
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THE SONG 


Long ago I heard a song, 

But did not remember the words. 
Long ago I saw a picture, 

But did not remember the shapes. 
Long ago when | observed these things, 
A wiseman said to me, 

"Do not forget 

What you have learned here, 

But carry it through your life. 

You have discovered the key 

To the future of man, 

And thus the fate of the Earth." 
Yesterday as | walked through the park, 
A familiar voice spoke to me. 

It told me to act from my heart, 

To help those I can, 

And to pray for those I cannot. 

And as the voice spoke, I remembered. 
A line from the song came to me. 

"If all the world 

Would heed this advice, 

The Evil would no longer be." 


- Amanda Schaffer 


MASQUERADE 


The dwelling is spacious and airy 

and branches sway with the breeze there. 
The furnishings are colorful and comfortable. 
There is light there both bright and subdued. 
An energy is there that pulses, 

yet there seems to be no one there. 
A strong heartbeat doesn’t exist anymore 

only the slow, shallow beating of a struggling heart. 
A heart with many pieces gone 

that people have carried away. 
Rips in the flesh that don’t seem to heal 

and wounds that have left deep scars. 
And her life slowly beats away. 
Yet she lingers for a creation all too soon gone. 
And she will linger still 

so a life won't be spent alone. 
And her life slowly beats away. 
And her life slowly beats away. 


- Sandra Duez 
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FRIENDSHIP 


Your friendship is something quite rare 
If needed, you always were there 
For when my tears glisten 
You always would listen 
I thank you for showing you care 


Our friendship is solid as gold 
Our secrets are shared and untold 
Like the rock of Gibraltar 
That no one can alter 
These feelings we always will hold 


On a straight road or one with a bend 
You and | stick together my friend 
Like bark on a tree 
There’s you and there’s me 
Our friendship is one that won’t end 


When life seems to be less than fair 
It takes all the strength you can spare 
Through ups and through downs 
The smiles and the frowns 
On me you can count, ’cause I care 


- L. Buxton 


Wee He He He HH 


| wanted to shape you 

like sculpture or trim 

your branches or dig up 

your roots and replant 

you into the soil along 

my path. So, that I could 

run through your leaves like 

a butterfly and change my wings 
to your colors. But, instead, 

| must remember who | am and let 
you be. 


- Tami Acker 
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The crickets cease their singing 
as the birds begin to twitter 


It’s morning in the wilderness 
no smog, no cars, no litter 


or credit cards or fashion fads 
has society’s progress truly gone mad? 


Over-population, welfare, government corruption 
the never-ending poverty of war and its destruction 
So now we live and share and hold 

the precious value of our love 


We hunt and fish on Nature’s land 
and sleep beneath the stars above 


People with their goals, their greed 
bring death and grief and pity 


I hope we never wake to see 
this too become a city. 


- Sue Vance 


SOUTH CAROLINA MORNING 


My mind’s a-skipping 

along the outstretched branch 

of a moss covered old oak, 

like a happy bird, carefree. 

Late summer South Carolina morning, 
soft and sunny. 

Tall trees in breezes gently sway 
inviting to eat, rest, make love. 


Come join me in my paradise! 

Watch serene egrets, smell the tide! 
Stroll on carpets of fallen bloom 

under canopies of palm and pine. 

Laze with me on the outstretched branch 
of my moss covered old oak. 

Surrender your soul for a moment in time 
to creation’s blessings and join with mine! 


- Kaye Abikhaled 
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Hee HE He He He Hee 


Where am I going 

Where will I end up 

These are the questions 
That have me all messed up 


I try to relax and just 

Let things happen or not 
But I feel so stressed 

Right now, maybe it’s a clot 


I think | know what | 

Want and where I want to be 
I feel | just need to start 
Over and once again feel free 


Can | make it on my own 

Or will | end up further in a hole 
God help me, please help me 
Crawl back up from so far below 


I know I haven’t been the 

Easiest person to get along with 
Maybe all I need is a little push 
From you, if you're willing to giveth. 


- Veda Urioste 


HIGH GRASS 


| hold him close, this cat, 

And bury my face in his fur. 

He smells good, so fresh and clean, 
Like "all outdoors," we used to say. 

I know where he has been because 
The scent of bluegrass and clover 
Still clings to his silver stripes. 

My love purrs, 

His nearness is comforting. 

My mind is taken to a place 

Far removed from my present reality; 
When wee souls walked in the high grass 
Smelling of bluegrass and clover, 
Like the cat. 


- Anne Himko Belles 
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PERFECT CHANGES 


An autumn leaf’s color, 
Or late summer rays. 
A mid-winter snowflake, 
And early spring haze. 


The seasons aren’t perfect. 
(The world’s timing is strange.) 
It’s just what it seems. ° 
All has to change. 


Love, we are as perfect, 
As perfect can be. 
We are the seasons, 
Behind you and me. 


We're growing with time. 

And change as we need. 

As just with the seasons, 
With all that we see. 


So hold onto memories. 
And all that is true. 
And look for tomorrow... 
A world that is new. 


- Beth Renee Cherry 


UNITED WORLD 


I had a dream the other day 

Everyone was invited 

The rich weren't rich, the poor weren't poor 
The whole world was united 


Hunger no more, no pain or fear 
No hungry children dying in tears 
Just love and peace for all to share 
Sadness erased, replaced with care 


United world for all as equal 

Where hope is real, not just a dream 
As peaceful as the salmon swimming 
Upon a lazy quiet stream 


- Jim Gialpis 
125 


FOOTPRINTS ACROSS OUR HEARTS 


Lest it be lost, the innocence of youth 
Too soon when naught but just a child 
With a parent’s love, we temper truth 
Their guides through times when lives are styled 
Impatience oft will tug at young heart strings 
To dim the glow of that guiding light 
The promise that all new tomorrows bring 
Strange new feelings felt, a new sound or sight 
With each foot put forth on a lifelong path 
Go dreams of hearts that have gone before 
Though the world sometimes shows bitter wrath 
So many wondrous things life holds in store 
As soft autumn leaves blown to distant places 
Our children scatter when they are grown 
Like new sunbeams, on strange new faces 
Their youthful light will then be shown 
Though they may return from time to time 
To view again that from whence they came 
Be they different now still yours and mine 
Change they have while remaining the same 
Thus beginning to end is a parent’s lot 
To give each child a running start 
Sometimes a thankless task it matters not 
That their footprints oft times cross our hearts 


- Dayton Farley Jr. 


BELIEF 


You can do anything you want, 
If you only make up your mind. 
Dedication and devotion, 

And a little extra time. 


Take it step by step, 
Day by day. 

And let your worries, 
Pass away. 


And if you get scared, 
Let loved ones provide. 
And always believe, 
And you will survive. 


- Sunny J. Lynch 
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THE BELIEF 


God has given me faith 
My life is now moving on 
I feel so free of hatred 

I know the pain is gone 


I haven't cried in a long time 
I had no reason to 

My eyes will remain tear-free 
Because I’m finally over you 


God’s faith had kept me going 
When nothing else could 

Not even you could help me 
But I knew that God would 


I thank the Lord 

For watching over me 

For | was that frightened suitor 
Upon the Lost Sea 


My life seemed so hopeless 

I was filled with sadness and grief 

But God was there to show me 

That there was such a thing call "The Belief." 


- Miko Watkins 


DARKNESS 


Stillness secretly moves past the midnight hour, 
beckoning softly to the morn, calling silently through 
the darken haze, to the daylight’s streaming rays 
yearning to be re-born. 


Moonbeams glisten upon the stillness directly in its 
path, glimmering brightly through the haze, adding sparkle 
to the brisk night air, cleansing the darkness like a 
soothing, refreshing bath. 


The darkness creeps along cautiously, silently savoring 
each lone enticing moment, waiting reluctantly for the 


sunlight’s bright orange rays to dangle from within its 
glowing ornament. 


- Cheryl Provance 
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DREAMS 


The sun’s rays beamed through the clouds 
drying the rain that has nurtured the trees. 
Leaves floated effortlessly to the ground 
by the summer’s cooling breeze. 


Birds sing with new effort 
telling all the world was free. 
Their melodic voices floated till the end of time 
while stirring something deep in me. 


I sat and listened to my beating heart 
while soaking in the sounds and sun. 
How I wish that the world could be a place 
like it was when just begun. 


But, now we have forgotten the peace 
and let war take its toll. 
And yet, these sounds of our graceful Earth 
still dwell within my soul. 


I pray that people will choose my way 
and let nature play her part. 
| hope that love will conquer all 
and bring peace to every heart. 


- Dana Tarlton 


MY SOLDIER IN SAUDI 


A dreamy image amongst the hazy cloud 
that secures the smile of your face so proud 
A human soul engrossed in love 

of friends and foes and the peace of doves 


A warmth so deep does your heart possess 

in time and place comes your special caress 

A strength unknown to mere passersb 

lives high on a pedestal in the mind of mine eye 


A cry from the rains hovering inside 

a thunder of faith by which I must abide 
A comforting voice of tenderness and care 
I send to you to hold close in prayer. 

- Tamara Spence 
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ALL ABOUT MY GRANDPA 


A Grandpa’s nice to have around, 
And if you’ve any doubt, 

Just ask a boy who has one, 
What a Grandpa’s all about. 


He'll tell you Grandpa’s very good, 
At finding things to do, 

That keep him out of Mommy’s hair, 
And make him happy too. 


Perhaps the brand new bicycle, 
He points to with such pride, 
Is one that Grandpa gave him, 
And taught him how to ride. 


But whatever he may tell you, 
It’s pretty safe to bet, 

His Grandpa isn’t someone, 
He’ll easily forget. 


And there isn’t any question, 
That the most important part, 
Is knowing what a special place, 
He holds in my heart. 


- Phyllis M. Hoff 


BIRDS OF FLIGHT 


Birds of flight are upon the wing; 

They fly to where the wind carries them, 
Their wings outstretched in majesty 

As they fly carelessly with the wind. 


Birds take flight in careless breezes; 
They light on weak or strong current 
Of wind, taking flight - direction, 
Before alighting from the wind. 


Birds of flight are God’s small creatures 
Tumultuous alone, or in throngs. 
And, birds of flight are wondrous, an 
Observed compliment of wind song. 
- Deidree Ann Smalec 
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FEAR OF HAPPINESS 


The sun may set 
darkness may fall, 
Yet I can’t shake this feeling 
once and for all. 
A part of me has vanished 
a part someone stole, 

It goes painfully too deep 
finally reaching my soul. 
There’re times when it feels 
like my heart’s slowly breaking, 
In the middle of each night 
from my dreams I awaken. 
Darkness surrounds me 
in my cold, frozen state, 

Is this deep, hidden fear 
my destiny and fate? 

I need a place that’s solemn 
to hide from my fear, 

I see nowhere to turn to 
through my magnified tear. 
It’s my hidden fear of happiness 
that’s raised this cautious wall, 
When it comes to being happy 
do I have a chance at all? 


- Erin Mulroy 


WORLD’S GREATEST NEED 

A little more kindness and a little less 
Greed 

A little more giving and a little less 
Need 

A little more smile and a little less 
Groan 

A little less kicking when someone is 
Down 


A little more we and a little less 
Uy 
A little more laugh and a little less 


Cry 
A little more ee on the pathway of 
Life 


- Sharon Hogsed 
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THE REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST 


The remembrance of things past 

In all its hazy recollection 

Brings on a haunting: 
melancholy - sadness 


Memories spring upon me 
In less than an instant 
When I happen upon things 
That have not changed 


And they produce themselves 
Into the voids of my mind 
Locking me from now 
Beating me back to then 


Sending me off onto dreamy trips 
Of times I knew and loves I lost 
Until fractured by the grimaces 
Of a perceived lesser reality 
Yes, the remembrance of things past 
In all its hazy recollection 
Brings on a haunting: 

melancholy - gladness. 


- Darrin Peori 


RIGHTEOUS 


Righteousness belongs to those who care 
carrying forth their beliefs to share 


Knowing so many who despise 
leaving only the few for lesser lies 


Never ending passage through your mind 
thinking of better places to find 


Selfishness eludes your hopes and dreams 
leading to nowhere in times of need 


Common crisis for one soul to bear 
Righteousness belongs to those who care 


- Nathan Bittner 


132 


A LESSON IN FEELING FREE 


Feel from the heart; be free to 
make mistakes, just think positive. 
Feel free because you’re human, 
nobody is perfect. 


Feel from the heart; work out 
your problems. 

Is it yourself? Is it your family? 
Is it your friends? Feel free 

to forgive and forget, for 
everyone is only human. 


Feel from the heart; as free as a bird. 
Believe in yourself, family and friends. 
Speak what is on your mind, 

as freely as possible. 


Feel from the heart; to love 

in a way that is comfortable for you. 
Feel free, as long as you don’t 

hurt others while doing so. 


Now, 
feel from the heart. 


- Rose-Ann Morton 


Mea He Hea eee 


"Angel of Mercy," the volunteer 
Whose schedule is probably wild, 
Trying to squeeze in a few extra hours 
To comfort and cuddle a child. 


The volunteer’s heart goes out to this child 
Who would otherwise struggle alone .. 
Who may have been deserted at birth 
With no mother or dad of their own. 


No money can buy what this child desperately needs 
Yet the volunteer gives it for free .. 

A heart overflowing with love and concern 

For these babies, the world, you and me. 

- Nancy Elder 
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GOODBYE DAD 


These are my feelings | am trying to put in words, 

They are all the things I just keep saying, so | 

know you have already heard. 

The love that was there between you both is why | am here 
today, 

So I will try to put in words, all the things I want to say. 

You have always been there for me when | was happy as well as 
sad, 

I just keep thanking God, for giving me such a wonderful Dad. 

You were there for me when | crawled and when I walked and 
when | talked, 

For that reason alone you were always the talk of the block. 

You are so wonderful so I count my blessing everyday, 

For that special moment you both shared a long time ago one 
May. 

vououe you had for each other has been planted in both Russ 
and I, 

And | will treasure my life forever until it’s my turn to say 
goodbye. 

You have always told me ‘I cherish you more than life itself 

Now I know the feelings, | think you and Mom have felt. 

My love for you keeps growing every moment and every day, 

| keep praying to God again and again to give me more time to 
say, 

I love you now and always and when it’s our time to go, 

I know we will know the love we always had for each other 

"cause it will always grow. 

Your Little Girl, 
Dolly 


- Anna Marie Anderson 


RETURN TO THE STONE AGE 


The grimy Moloch of Industry 

Roaring of Greed and Pollution, 

Roars of an era that grows ever nearer 

The Second Neolithic Revolution. 

When the mines and the oil wells are empty 
And the factories long crumbled to rust, 
Then those who remain, like their forebears, 
Shall grub for their food in the dust. 


- George Goldsmith-Carter 
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MY WINGS 


| am a quadraplegic and there are a lot of things I cannot do... 
Not even brush my hair, brush my teeth or tie my shoe. 


You see | had this terrible accident long, long ago... 
Things get very tough and depressing at times, but I try not to 
let it show... 


Since I cannot do other normal things that you can do, I use my 
talent in different ways... 

I learned to draw with my mouth, and it took me many, many 
days. 


I've been this way forever it seems... 
To get away from that thought, I dance like a ballerina in my 
dreams. 


I try to be positive in whatever | say... 
One thing Is for certain, when | go to heaven I'll see my father, 
get my WINGS and fly away! 


- Kimberly Runyon 


BEAUTY 


I see a petal fall from the red rose 
Softly to the ground 

Without even a sound 

Standing back 

Now I appreciate it 

As | look all around 

Everywhere my eyes wander 
There’s beauty to be found 
Sometimes you cannot see 
What’s right in front of you 

How could this isle of paradise 
Escape my view 

Although it has been here all along 
I never really noticed 

But now | sit here all alone 

I cannot think of anything 

Except for the beauty 


- Kathy Spillman 
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DREAMS 


Where did my dreams go? 
I really wish I knew 
Like birds in the sky 

Away from me they flew 


"You live in a dream world" 
I was often told 
And without people knowing 
Their words were sarcastically cold 


Yes, I like my dream world 
For it’s part of my fantasy 
To change my dreams 
Into what’s known as reality 


Now one of my dreams 
Is about to come true 
For I believe in myself 
And the things I can do 


So if one of your dreams 
Seems to be passing you by 
Put more faith in yourself 
As the birds do in the sky 


- Leticia V. Diaz 


DREAMS 


Dreams are a visionary creation, 

A series of thoughts, images and emotions. 
Dreams can make life full of happiness, 

Yet sometimes can be frightening and threatening. 


Dreams are thoughts brought on by your imagination. 
They can be of a dream world, 

With unicorns and clouds, stars and rainbows, 

Or of a frightening, terrifying world. 

With violence, terror and death. 


If it wasn’t for dreams of Love and Life, Fears and Frights, 
This world would be full of uninteresting people ... 


Dreams are the doorway to our souls and minds. 


- Denise Firestone 


136 


ee ae Hee ae eae 


Just like Job, all of our faith is tested. 

Some are tested longer and harder than others. 

Yet we all have the same fate in common. 

We live until we die, our deeds are our responsibilities. 


We answer to God for everything we do in life. 
Be it good or bad, who are we to truly judge. 
God knows better than any of us, the answers. 
We are all children in God’s eyes for loving. 


Our burdens are many, our understanding is small. 
We forget to be humble, we neglect our duties. 
Yet He forgives us of the things we do wrong. 

He created us to live and by mistakes learn. 


In a world full of danger He protects us from ourselves. 
Although some of us perish through our own ignorance. 
He spares the living of those seeking His light. 

And gives hope to us to continue for what’s right. 


Although there are troubles and misery ahead. 

If we pray in earnest God will answer our prayers. 
He never promised life would be easy or carefree. 
He promised eternal life to those who truly believe. 


- Amanda Marie Stone 


OUR FUTURE 


The stars of the sky 
tell a tale of how 
our future will come to be 


And how the earth 
will continue to grow 
to something more to reap 


How much it will increase 
is yet to be perceived 
by all our races complete 


For we are not finished 
till all time has ended hn Se 
and the result of our crop is unique 


- Wendy Florette Paul 
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ae He ae ae He He Hee 


The glimpses of Joy fill not the wane 

Of worldly eyes, yet comes the gain 
Like blossoms do appear at last 

As thoughts still in their cast 

Or as words to ears meant for king 

A message anticipated or begun 

What strikes hither in the conversation: 


The journey of a friend long dead 
Amid the oaks his tired spectre fed 
In his unearthly eyes was a dread 

Of some longed for Hope, some heat 
On summer’s morn lacking pursuit 
Still in moments of sorrow, the cheer 
That had vanished draws quite near. 


Though they speak in mean measures 
Times that are wonted lack treasures 
Unlike the days of doleful brood 

When the spirits chasing are shrewd 
With gloomy vaunts that once harnessed 
Souls of the rustic when unvarnished 
The remedy of Joy remains to garnish. 


- Thomas Fitzgerald 


COMING HOME 


ALLELUJAH, ALLELUJAH, give God the glory. 

Desert Storm has passed. Peace at last. 

Mission accomplished. Give God the glory 

Our troops are coming home, coming home. 

With God’s all powerful Hand, they freed the land. 

Give God the glory, our troops are coming home. 

How sweet the silence after all the sound. 

Weep tears of sorrow, not forgotten tomorrow 

For the dear ones not coming home. 

God in His tender mercy, 

Heard the prayers of His people everywhere. 

ne God the glory. Our troops are coming home, coming 
ome 

Desert Storm has passed. Peace at last, 

pe God the glory. Our troops are coming home, coming 
ome. 


- Virginia S. Bush 
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FOR MOTHER 


Turning the years back one by one 
To first birthdays of your little ones 


Making time drift on by 
Like billowy clouds in a light blue sky 


Walking us to kindergarten, crying as you leave 
Hoping this big world would give your little ones a 
reprieve 


You were the one who stood by our side 
Showing us how to have faith - have pride 


Report cards, programs and school stuff 
With six kids, it was sometimes rough 


No matter how tired, you were always there, 
The one who loved us, the one who cared 


Now, a "Mommy" myself, | can clearly see 
The road of Motherhood, is not easy .... 


The Mom who changed with us, the person that grew 
It comes from my heart because, "I Love You." 


- Victoria Seele 


MY SHADOW 


It’s so surreal 

this city night 

as I follow my shadow home. 
I’m lost in noise 

and city light 

as I follow my shadow home. 


It’s significance lies 
in its omnipresence 
though I feel so alone. 


The fact remains 
if all else fails 
I can follow my shadow home. 


- Michele A. Hubbs 
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VANISHING VAPORS 


Give me a topic 
I'll give you a rhyme 
Not all of my thoughts 
But part of my time 


Can’t waste a minute 
For so fast it is spent 

And we wake up older 
Wondering where it all went 


Stacks of memories 

Packed away with the years 
There’s lots of laughter 

Also some tears 


Time cannot be measured 
Cannot be caught 

No way to hold it 
It’s gone with a thought 


Just try to catch it 

Before you finish this rhyme 
You'll discover so quickly 

Your thoughts are, "spent time." 


- Kathryn Solomon 


WINTER-WOODS 


The winter-woods was fashioned by God’s hand, 

As if it were a temple set in snow. 

We worshipped well that temple-timberland, 

And we revered its consecrated glow. 

To us, the sky was like a sacred dome 

That crowned the cloistered temple in the cold; 

And when the sun shone down from God’s high home, 
It lit the winter-woods with heaven’s gold. 


Then when it snowed the trees became endowed 
With garments that were blessed by winter's grace. 
In silent prayer our humble spirits bowed, 
For we believed we stood in hallowed space. 

We often visited the winter-woods -- 

The holiest of nature’s neighborhoods. 


- Alan Frame 
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MAMA PLEASE 


___Mama please try to understand what 
I'm trying to convey, 

Because it’s hard to put on paper what 
I really want to say... 


Mama, all my life you tried to teach 
me good from bad, and weak from strong. _ 
But somehow, Mama, | started doing wrong... 


You taught me my A.B.C’s when I went 
to school, 

You said, "Son, believe in God, and learn 
the golden rule"... 


Mama, all these things you did for me, 
But all | gave you in return was pain and misery... 


I could never repay you for all that you’ve done, 
But even though | let you down you still call me "Son"... 


So as I end this poem with tears 
running down my cheek, I beg you "Mama" 
"Please forgive me..." 


- James McLean 


EDEN WITHIN 


Gardening our souls to growth 

Planting Fragrant Fruits that will feed 

Our tumultuous spirits and tempestuous natures tomorrow, 
Whilst nursing young saplings to yield strong family trees 
With roots of faith so strong as to be evermore enduring. 
Furrowing our minds with straight, even rows of educated 
vegetation 

Cultivating righteous crops of contemplative peace, 

That sprout forever springtime in our hearts with love. 

Full of jumping junebug joys watching buds and blossoms bloom 
Maturing to full leaf and flower in moderation 

With the compassion of commitment that will not allow for 
weeds. 

Nurturing forgiveness and humility with a sincere sense of 
honest purpose 

In making the gardens of life grow sweeter still 

With the passing of each moment we spend in inner Eden. 


- Deby Park Meikleham 
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I STILL NEED YOU... 


I need to know that I can say whatever 
I need to, and it’s okay , and if I don’t 
express it right you'll take the time to 
let me know. You'll talk to me and 
help me grow. 


"Cause grown up as | try to be, 
I still need you to guide me. 


It isn’t easy growing up. My body’s changing 
everyday. I’ve changed in almost every way. 
One minute I’m happy, the next I’m sad. 

One minute we're talking, the next we’re mad. 


Oh, Mama, if you only knew, how much | 
do depend on you. 

And even when we don’t agree I know 
you want what is best for me. 


| love you, Mama, more each day despite 
the words I sometimes say. So, please 
take the time to talk to me. 


"Cause grown up as I try to be, 
I still need you to guide me. 


- Carol Smith 


PAIN 


As the song played slowly in the bar 

I noticed a woman sitting in the corner 

Waiting patiently 

Suddenly the bells on the door sprang to life 

And then slowly died off 

A man was now sitting with the woman 

He began to speak in a mellow voice 

Letting the words linger through his companion’s mind 
I tried not to stare but my emotions got in the way 

| ordered a drink when I heard the woman begin to sob 
Like raindrops falling into a shallow pond 

And again the bells sprang to life 

And again they died away 

The man was now gone 

Leaving the woman to drown her sorrows. 


- A. Buskov 
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LIFE’S TREASURE 


When trials of life tend 
to get you down 
When rainbows you have chased 
but never found 
Believe in the myth from 
days of old 
At the end there lies 
a pot of gold 


| remember well someone 
I knew 
He shared a different 
point of view 
Greed crept in 
corruption took control 
He died before he got 
to the pot of gold 


You may be king 

with jewels in your crown 
ansy will not bring happiness 

when no friend can be found 
The only real life pleasure 

is knowledge of life’s treasure 
One that is not buried 

’Neath the ground 


- Rose Bretz 


LOST AND FOUND 


Crazed, I search for what I lost 
Success be mine, whatever cost! 

Look high, look low, look all around - 
But what was lost, could not be found. 


What did I lose? I don’t recall! 

Checked upstairs, downstairs, through the hall 
Stopped long enough to rack my brain 

Then wondered if I'd gone insane. 


Oh what folly, foolish me 

I realized it was hard to see! 

All the world’s a stage, as one once said - 
my glasses found, perched on my head. 


- Christine Heikkila 
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SOMEDAY 


Someday there will be time for you and me. 

Together we will be one soul, one spirit. 

Together for eternity, you and me. Someday. 

Someday there will be little versions of us to be. 

To be wild and free to be whomever they want to be. 
Someday the world will be clean and green the way it ought to 
be. 

Tall, strong trees that sway in the breeze. 

The sky above will be fresh and clean, free from smog and 
grime, : 

No smokestacks or things to clog up the scenery. 

The land will be free from trash and be clean to grow whatever 
we need. 

Someday. 

The sea will be wild and the fish will be free to swim and play 
for all the schools to be. 

The dolphins and whales will be free from the threat of 
extinction for as long as the world exists. 

All the people will live in harmony, free from disease and harm. 
All they would have to do is work, to be happy, to the end of 
their days. 

No wars to be had would be great indeed. 

Someday this will all be. 

Someday. 


- Kathryn Dickinson 


LET GO AND LET GOD 


When you've worried yourself sick, 
And fretted and fumed all day ... 
When you've lost a good night’s sleep, 
And feel you're losing your way ... 
When you cry till you can no more, 
And you pace the floor till dawn ... 
When you wake up in the morning, 
And your problems have not gone ... 
Just remember one thing, that 
While on this earth you trod, 

You can survive this life ... 

If you just let go and let God. 


- Barbara Henson 
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SPLENDOR THOUGHTS 


You saw the sadness deep inside, 

the broken man | tried to hide. 
Knowing the need for love | had, 

you set out to warm a heart so sad. 
Words came with love and care, 

my troubles you said you'd like to share. 
Told you of a bothered mind, 

comfort given warm and kind. 


In our love is not this fault, 

hearts as one, a golden vault. 

I hide in you, you hide in me, 

sharing our fears, no one will see. 

I'll hold you up, you point the way, 

words can’t describe how | cherish each day. 
Love is given like flowers in spring, 

you make me laugh, cry, and sing. 


Precious you are, having to hold, 
you are my drink, 
you are my food, 
you are the silver ring 
around the moon. 


You lift me up to stand so tall, 
standing by you, I'll never fall. 


- Steve Roberson 


IN SEARCH OF AN OASIS 


An old man walks through the desert in search of an oasis, 
he walks for days, he dazes - 
he wonders how this world got so screwed-up and crazy, 
did he give up or did he get lazy. 
With death at close end, youth miles away - 
there’s no time to turn back and pay the price to be paid. 
So he closes his eyes pretending not to see 
the broken, torn-up world he’s left to the youth; you and me. 
So the youth dig deep into their pockets, 
there’s nothing to find - they don’t know that what they need 
is in their hearts, souls, and minds. 
So the circle continues as we fall into dazes - 
walking for days in search of an oasis. 


- Scott Hanson 


145 


TO RACHEL AND HER CHILDREN 


I walked through the house, 

Down the silent halls - 

I looked into each room; 

All were so empty, so lonely, so apart ... 
No sound of footsteps, 

No echo of laughter, 

No voices calling my name ... 

Only loud silence that shattered my heart. 


I walked into the yard, 

And stood beneath the quiet trees; 

No sound of happy children playing, 

Just one small toy, forgotten on the walk, 

A tangible reminder that once you were here. 
The trees stood in sympathetic silence, 

But they could not fill the emptiness - 

They could not dry my tear! 


I walked down the corrdors within me, 
Weeping, dreading the lonely spaces, 
But, oh! the joy in unexpected places! 
Every room was full - brimming over 
With loving, happy memories! 

You left the house behind, 

You walk no more in the yard - 

But I blissfully hold you forever 

In every room of my heart! 


- Ruth D. Lemos 


COME BACK, PLEASE 


Some people think our friendship won't grow to be stong 
but they have to be wrong 

because when you left you took a piece of me 

you took the most exciting times and now I see 

I need you here to help me through these hard days 
I feel like I’m trapped in a maze 

with nowhere to turn 

my heart is aching and I can even feel it burn 

I wish you would come back and stay 

in my life and be with me always 

So please, come back 

So please, come back 


- Melissa Warriner 
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HH 


Hundreds of solitary towers of green jut into the 
sky, 


Armored in the hardest wood, 


Clothed in the richest of emerald, amber and 
golden silks, 


Rests a frail ancient soul, 
The spirit of a tree, 
It lives in its home until that fateful day, 
When a brutal axeman murders it for greed, 


That spirit is gone forever, and so in it that 
lovely tree. 


There is one way that soul may return, 
It’s not very hard to do, 


Just take a sapling and secure its roots deep in the 
rich black earth, 


And a soul will be reborn. 


- Brian Garland 


DREAMS 


The distant places are beckoning, 
Hear my friend, hear, | am coming 

To see, to hear, to feel the pleasures 

To make the dream become the treasure. 


The dream that haunts my restless nights 
Of walking the streets of Paradise 

Where joy, happiness and love abound, 
Where never ending peace is found. 


There was a dream one darkest night, 
The streets were old windowless heights, 
Walking that street was lonely task. 


- Hedy Wolf Formanek 
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WHEN CLOUDS GATHER 


When clouds gather and veil the sky, 
And wind rips through the trees; 

Or sun from torrid trails on high 

Its light nobody sees, 

It does not mean that rain will fall, 
Or that it e’en will storm at all. 


When cold winds blow across the land, 
And streams no longer fill 

From rivers. Do not lose command 

Of faith, but wait until 

It starts to snow, before you say 

"| know it’s going to snow today." 


Don’t see the darkness e’er the sun 
Stops shining, and the light 

Of stars above now has begun 

To sink, and fade from sight; 

Don’t think of trouble, or despair, 
Because the rose’s no longer fair. 


When clouds gather and you're afraid 
You'll face a storm torn night, 

It could be only fear you’ve made 

To trap yourself in fright; 

Rise up above the clouds, don’t mope 
There’s always life, when there is hope. 


- Linda Brissett 


WILD WIND 


Wind, rushing angrily by, twisting, swirling, disturbing my 
mind, 

Yanking and pulling, tossing everything aside, never at 
peace. 

No quiet, gentle breeze this -- a raging storm. 

Where is the bounding triumph, the exhileration felt by 
some? 

All | hear, all I feel, is unleashed violence and 

destruction, 

A battering of waves upon rocky shores, a grinding force of 
power 

Stripping everything to its bare elements -- including the 
spirit of man. 


- Lee Ann Turner 
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MY WORLD OF DREAMS 


In my world of 
dreams 

I am needed, 
loved. 

Your arms envelop 
me, 

and I am happy. 

I wake and 

search, 

knowing you are there 
somewhere. 

In dreams, 

you are always 
present, 

in my waking hours 
you are ever 

on my mind. 
Emerge from 

my dreams 

and comfort me 

in my 

waking hours, 

as you do 

when I close 

my eyes, 

and spend the night 
with you. 


- Kristin Funck 


WAR 


The dove flashed its soft white breast 
The eagle’s cry tore the air 

A blue heron stood on stick-like legs 
All colors melded together 

as the sky and water enclosed 

Over the lake lightning flashed 

and a drizzle fell from the s 

The dove’s soft feathers bled with rain 
The eagle’s cry was gargled 

A blue heron became a rivulet of gray 
smeared upon the sand 

All was quiet, nothing seen nor heard 
as the rain continued down 


- Dawn Bundermann 
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IN THE SHADOWS 


One night a man stood in the shadows 
And watched as his dearest friend 
Was taken away 

Having pledged to stand by his side 
Through anything he might face 


But there he was 

In the shadows 

All alone 

Afraid to stand in the light 


Denying what he knew to be right 

His heart said yes, but his mind said no 
By dawn he knew he had failed 

And wept bitter tears 

Wishing he had been stronger 


But there he was 

In the shadows 

All alone 

Afraid to stand in the light 


- Theresa Mund 


TAKING LIFE DAY BY DAY 


You face the problems, you cry the tears 
Calling their names but still no one hears 
The cries of sorrow, the cries of pain 
The tears rolling down your face again and again 
You've had enough, you just want to die 
You want it all over, you want to say goodbye 
You keep saying, "I wish I were dead" 
And the voice in your head says better times 

will greet you ahead 
You still have your worries, you still have your doubts 
So you cry aloud to let it all out 
You look up and see that the clouds aren’t so gray 
And realize it’s easier taking life day by day. 


- Pamela S. Russell 
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MY MENTOR 


The faint whistle of the train 

Broke the silence of the still and peaceful morn. 

I was only a child playing on the tracks 

Aimlessly wandering on forbidden ground. 

Dreams came to reality as the locomotive drew 
Nearer 

As in the dreams my body froze for a brief moment 
Unable to move. 

A familiar sight followed as the train bore down 
On the spot 

Only moments earlier I had occupied. 

It was a game, a dangerous game 

Fearful of the oncoming train yet more so of being 
Caught. 

For my father made his living on the trains 

And had many times seen the destruction the 
Powerful locomotive inflicted. 

I am extremely proud of my father 

For he was a rancher, a railroader, devoted and 
Loving husband and father to three young boys. 
He resembles all the good a person should possess 
Love, trust, patience, provider, but most of alla 
Friend. 

You are my strength and hope as each day passes 
Thank you for instilling the sense of values 

I try to live my life by. 

I love you, Dad 

And am proud to be your son. 


- Don R. Duncan 


NINE O’CLOCK LULLABY 


Good night my sweet sugar 

have a good sleep and rest up for 

the next day. Baby, tell Jesus all your 

questions and ask Him to help you do His will. 

Have pleasant dreams and don't let the bed bugs bite you. 
You're my sweet darlin’, | don’t want anyone hurting you, come 
to me whenever you need help or are in need, I'll always 
be here for you. I'll never leave you. | love and want the 
best for you, I never want you to cry, | want your heart 

to feel peace and joy. You can ask me whatever you want, 
I will not reject you anytime. Pleasant dreams, good-night 
my little darling. 


- Doug R. Steele 
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THE STORM 


The hot sun sizzles 

like crackling logs in a fireplace, 
spitting fire and hissing madly 
at the earth. 


A sympathetic cloud attempts 

to cool the burning sun’s anger 

while protecting 

the innocent earth and all her treasures. 


No one notices as more clouds 

challenge the sun’s passion. 

They surround his scorching figure 

and press him tightly against the darkening sky. 


Silver blades of light 

slice through the clouds’ down 

and electrify the young earth. 

Crimson fire spreads over her dampened skin 
and scars her childlike cover. 


Slowly the hot flames sear her serene beauty. 
Deer, squirrel, lark, bud, and 

blade of newborn grass 

perish at the hand of Fate. 


We are vaguely aware of the earth burning away 
as the gray clouds weep for the loss of innocence. 


- Kimberly Doll 


BELIEVE 


To be truly happy, the only way 
is to believe in yourself. 
Knowing how to be strong is the key. 
Only until true strength is found can one be secure. 
Real strength is when one does not change 
for any other than oneself. 
Once this strength is built, so is that of belief. 
With this powerful strength 
anything can be accomplished. 
A belief is established with truth, peace, love, and 
an acceptance of oneself. . 
Believe in yourself and any goal will be reached. 


- Heather J. Hartman 


152 


ARMOR FOR SURVIVAL 


Let me love 
though love 
may go unrequited, 
An empty heart 
is much heavier 
than a stone. 
Let me have faith 
though faith 
be often blighted, 
Without it 
we are not 
strong enough 
to walk alone. 


Let me laugh 
even if it 
is bitter laughter 
Mocking my own 
carefully kept 
secret sorrow. 
Love, 
faith 
and laughter ... 
Armed 
with these 
three gifts, 
I need not fear 


tomorrow, nor, tomorrow. 


- Sylvia L. Ramsey 


BOREDOM 


On this slow, sad day, 
I ponder. 


With no further reason, 
I leave. 


Run to the forest of 
laughter. 


And drown in the river 
of dreams. 


- Brad Ehrich 
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SILENT ME 
Lights cross over the harbor. 


I hear the sounds of ships, 
I smell the sea! 


I see the waves as they crack 
against the wall. 


Again the air is cold, 
but I believe I have a place in time, 
I belong. 


Just like the ships at sea, 
I too have a destination. 


As the winds change and speed up 
the clouds break open and bleed, 
down it pours. 


The rain is hard and visually it’s impossible 
to see. 


But still I see the lights, 
dim 
I hear the ships, 


cry 
Now lost at sea ...........004 very much like me. 


- Jane A. Crews 


THE ROMANCE RENAISSANCE 


The period before and after the breaking of a heart 
Before the love and after the breaking apart 

The love of two people is shared by only these two 
The truth of this love is shared by only a few 

They promise to love till death do they part 

Both swearing these words came from the heart 
They start a new life but soon it ends 

Both move apart and stay with friends 

Once happy in love, now sadly torn apart 

The period before and after the breaking of a heart. 


- John Dukes 
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A PART 


When you left without a trace of arn being 
wrong ... | shudder to think about the grief that 
hits me off and on! 


And though I know you're in good arms and being 
taken care of... that one day we will be together ... 
the anger still is there! 


It’s hard to try to understand why things happen 
the way they do ... why would anyone take away 
someone so beautiful, so special, such as you? 


I feel so angry ... | feel so mean ... | want to 
strike out at everything! I want to hurt 
anyone I can ... then I guess ... perhaps they'll 
understand? 


But it doesn’t help, it makes things worse, it’s 
the pain built up ... that wants to burst ... 


So with all these emotions | have to stop and look, 
where has my love gone? Most of it you took! 


So understanding that, will help me through these 
days ... you took a part of me with you, to help you 
on your way. So | must go on living with loving 
memories, knowing now will help me ... because you 
will always be here ... a part of me. 


- Kim K. Kriger 


THE LOVE IS GONE .... 


I once had a love and now it’s gone. 

Now | feel so all alone. 

He said he loved me, | told him I loved him, too. 
Why couldn’t this have been a love that was true. 
| showed him my love in many different ways. 
For endless hours and countless days. 

Only to find that in reality, 

He just wasn’t the one for me. 

I know now that I must move on, 

For the love I had is now gone. 


- Verilyn Brinson 
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OUR GIFT OF POETRY 


Why do we write the words, 
that bare our heart and soul? 
Our gift is a thing of beauty, 
expression is our goal. 


Our experience of life, 

that we could only know, 

We take to writing down, 

for the words are seeds we sow. 


It starts out as a thought, 

a written word or two. 

A few more added lines, 

then a poet’s dream comes true. 


With a little inspiration, 
sometimes it’s all we need. 
We tell a tiny story, 

for those who love to read. 


For few, this comes with ease, 
and others, it takes time. 

But it truly is a gift, 

that makes our poems shine. 


We word them oh so carefully, 
we give them love to live. 

It’s not until you read them, 
you find our gift to give. 


- Roberta A. Venedam 


A ROSE IS A ROSE 


A rose is a rose, what else could it be? 
A petunia, an orchid or a tulip tree? 
Foxglove, buttercup, pansy? 
Primrose, sweet williams, or crocus, 
Snapdragon, bluebell or hibiscus, 
Iris, snowdrop or heather, 
Impatiens, zinnia or lavender, 
Violet, carnation, delphinium, 

A lily, marigold or geranium? 
Gardenia, pinks or a dogwood tree, 
A rose is a rose, what else can it be? 


- Ethel Eriksen Howe 
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PEACE 


Today there is talk of war 
Blood to flow on earth once more 


Will we sit as others die? 
Tell me where do our hearts lie? 


Though we hold peace in our hand 
We watch man fight once again 


Too much greed is in our heart 
And it is tearing us apart 


I wish man would stop and see 
The world as it was meant to be 


They would not feel any harm 
If all men would walk arm and arm 


For once let’s do something right 
Put down the guns, give up the fight 


The word ‘Peace’ has been abused 
Tossed around but never used 


It is such a precious word 
Always spoken, but never heard 


Yes peace is shoved aside once more 
As today they talk of war 


- Twyla Jones 
SERRE 


Silently ... 


paper flowers, 

rose petals & rowan 
paper pictures, 

painted thoughts, 
butterflies of expression flying 
freely, the spaces of my mind, 
decorating a soft & simple atmosphere, 
the beauty of a delicate touch 
creating in a garden of shadows, 
nothing quite what it seems to be. 


- Suzanne Stretton 
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LITTLE HOUSE 


There’s a little house upon a hill 

Where childhood memories are lingering still. 
Where once my siblings and | did play 

And we bowed our little heads to pray. 


In the little house upon the hill 

The cookie jar was quite a thrill. 

For there we found a childhood treat 
Which helped to make our visits sweet. 


And in the little garden place 
Grandpa worked with soiled face, 

To grow the food that he would need 
His little grandkids to feed. 


You needn’t have looked so very hard 

To see the pride in Grandpa’s yard. 

And Grandma’s house was neat and clean. 
The prettiest home you've ever seen. 


Yes the little house still thrives today 
Though our grandparents have gone away. 
Many folks have since dwelled inside 

But none with as much of our kinfolk’s pride. 


The little house has changed a lot 

By other owners who have bought. 
None with my special memories made 
While playing there out in the shade. 


- Deloris Ann Gilchrist 


THE BEST DAYS 


Darling! Three years ago Jesus came, 

Your time had come. He called your name. 

The Book of Life He held in His Hand. 

He said "Tommy, I’m taking you to a better land, 
where your friends and loved ones wait. 

They all will be standing by the gate." 

But darling, I’m lost and all alone 

Since Jesus came and took you home. 

The best days are yet to be 

when I join you at God’s Throne. 


- Ruby Fowler 
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ae sle ae de ae ae ete 


The days pass by, 
Without an end. 

Alone, by myself, 
Without a friend. 


The urge to talk and laugh, 
Is prevalent all the time. 
No use talking about it, 
Or even to cry or whine. 


| want to kiss that smile, 
And gaze into those eyes. 
To look upon her face, 
Where all her beauty lies. 


To feel her touch, 

And the warmth of her hand. 
The one that gives me strength, 
That makes me feel like a man. 


Her letters are so confusing, 
Time and time again. 

So much love for another, 
But I am only her friend. 


I always wonder if, 

And when she might see, 
Through all the smiles I have, 
What she has done to me. 


11 March 1991 - Kuwait 


- Michael Lambert 


THE LAST GOODBYE 


As we say farewell, 

Our whispers linger in the wind. 

Your voice remains fresh in my ears, 
Your touch new to my skin. 

Our happiness will not be forgotten, 
Nor memories of times spent together, 
For you have made me glow 

With an everlasting smile. 


- Heather N. Gordon 
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MAKE MY LIFE. PLEASE! 


Puff. Puff. One is not enough. 
Better buy a carton. 

Learn to smoke. Don’t be a joke. 
Ignore the tar and ... 


Have a drink. Don’t stop to think! 
Be as sexy as our ads! 

Be aman. Be Peter Pan. 

Forget the world you had. 


To sleep. To wake. There’s a pill to take. 

All quite legally supplied. 

No need to feel pain. For weight loss or gain. 
Double strength for active lives. 


Fashion clothes. Painted toes. 
Lips and cheeks to match. 
Designer smile on public trial. 
Puppet - no strings attached. 


I will believe! I will accept! 

I’m a horse who wants to drink. 
Re-make my life, and take my strife. 
You have the way. I think. 


Tell me what to do. 

Don't leave me on my own. 
Show me "In!" 

I don’t want to be 


alone 


- Darrel Duckworth 


GOD TALKS - 1986 


God talks thru me. 
God talks thru you. 
And all the sounds 
God makes 
(creates) 
A stream of music, 
Boundless, cross universal 
Tides of eternal streams 
Of life and death. 


- jill Creamer 
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THE BREATH OF SPRING 


The BREATH OF SPRING: It’s only here for such a short 
while. While sitting in my back yard and pondering all of 
this beauty in my heart, into the depths of my soul, | 
feel Your Presence Lord. 

The green grass that is warming our hearts with the new- 
ness of life, reminding us that spring is really here. 

The apple trees in full bloom, the robin building her nest 
in the sycamore for her young; the cherry trees in bloom 
with their pale pink delicate blossoms, - Oh God, Your hand- 
work is just too awesome! 

The cooing of the mourning doves while nesting for their 
young. The mocking bird showing off all of its vocal talents - 
another miracle of Yours, God! 

The strawberries blossoming, getting ready to bear Your 
most delectable fruit; | thank You God, for the touch of Your 
Heavenly Kingdom. This BREATH OF SPRING - all of this in my 
own backyard. 

Our garden of early June peas, popping up with rows of 
other vegetables freshly planted, reminding us in a short while 
that we are to share our beautiful supply with others. 

And that You, dear God, so richly blessed me with a 
husband for the work of His labor, to make all of this 
possible, of his part to bring out Your beauty and handiwork, 
and life as it really is. 

All of this is more than one deserves, Lord, but I thank 
You for letting me see the beauty and Your Wonders. Why had 
I never noticed this BREATH OF SPRING in the past? Because 
| awoke early on this day, asking You to bless it, and in that 
instant, You laid it all out before my eyes. | thank You God, 
for the precious gift of life; that | may see, feel and touch 
what You have given to me, this BREATH OF SPRING, and 
especially for You, JESUS, for what you did for all of us down 
here, 2000 years ago. 


- Irene Marder 


NOT ALL THAT IS CROOKED IS CONDEMNED 


Not all that is crooked is condemned: 

I know a Southern gentleman 

bent at the hip, but in all geometry 

there is no merrier oblique angle. 

I know a young girl who felt for her earring 
and in that pale triangle 
made a room prettier than those for hire. 


- Brian Johnson 
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LET’S HEAR IT 


It may seem funny but it’s downright sad, 

That there are so many songs about love gone bad, 
Why is it that poets and songwriters too, 

Write their best when they’re feeling blue? 

It’s as if we artists just wait for the day, 

When our lovers decide that they can’t stay, 

With all the beauty around us ignored, 

Instead of fulfilled hours we prefer to be bored, 
Over writing our hearts out about the beauty we see: 
The stars above, a mountain range, a tree; 

Or the wondrous feelings we experience each day, 
Seeing a friend, listening to music, or simply to pray; 
Or the things we touch that bring such joy, 

A lover’s caress, a kitten’s fur, a child’s toy; 

Why else would an artist paint his fingers to the bone, 
Except that his lover has left him alone, 

You know it’s a tragic situation, 

That sadness and despair are his inspiration, 

An artist’s genius is his heart so rare, 

Capable of giving, so much to share 

A heart that’s big as oceans wide, 

With more room for emotions than others inside, 
Why is it, then, they’re so often filled, 

With frustration and sadness, the happiness stilled? 
Let’s hear it for the artists who’ve been in the past, 
Who've left song and poetry that continue to last, 
Which are uplifting and joyous, and beautiful, I add, 
They brighten our spirits and overcome the sad, 
They fill us up, we break free our constraints, 

They have this power, whether notes, words, or paints, 
Let’s hear it for those who’re here to say, 

There’s beauty and joy every day! 


- J. Martin Hays 


MY LOVE FOR YOU 


Words, however beautiful, can never even start, to tell you all 
The love I have for you, within my heart. 

For you are all the special things a man could ever be, and Dear 
I know you'll always be the one for me! 

I will always be in love with you the way I am today, no matter 
What the changes that the years may bring our way. 

For yesterday, today and tomorrow, my love for you will bring 
no sorrow 


- Carol A. Thompson 
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JEFF 


I cry to the skies, "Churn and darken, 
Don’t recognise the dawn! 

My rage and grief can bear no light 
To shine, for my friend is gone." 


Somewhere a clock strikes midnight 
On the passing of my spring. 

I catch a glimpse of winter, 
The lines on my face begin. 


My youth passes into shadow, 
A childhood parody. 

See the ghost of that lonely girl, 
You've taken that part of me. 


The future held no promise, 
A secret we tried to hide 
Behind the wall that’s crumbling 
As you pass to the other side. 


Racing too fast to notice 
The distance, in our haste. 
My first lover, your confidant, 
And all since then a waste. 


My friend when I had no other, 
You leave so little here! 
How will you replace the knowing 
That you were out there somewhere? 


Your loss will become a mortal wound 
That aches with coming rain. 

And time may blunt this sword but 
Now | can’t reach past the pain. 


- Stacey L. Sexton 


She He se ie He ee He 


Alcoholics, they’re such thirsty 
souls 

Thirsty, but never quite quenched, 

Until they find His Cup and they 
thirst no more. 


- Lenora Hughes 
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HOW BEAUTIFUL THY FACE 


O Lord how beautiful thy face 
I see thy myriad images 

In a thousand thousand things 
On earth and sea and skies 


In the glory of sunrise 
In the splendor of sunset 


In the flash of lightning 
In the sparkle of dewdrops 


In the caress of the breeze 
In the touch of a petal 


In the call of a bird 
In the fall of a feather 


In the towering mountains 
In the meandering rivers 


In the greenness of meadows 
In the redness of a rose 


In the clearness of diamonds 
In the cleanness of snow 


In the sweetness of nectar 
In the roundness of apples 


In the symmetry of the body 
In the purity of the soul 


Lord let me forever gaze 
On the grace of thy lovely face 


- Rebecca B. Ronquillo 


LOVE’S DEMISE 


Daggers of hatred 

Have pierced through this caring heart 
Instant death of love 

The hae of romance disappears 

The breath of passion becomes still. 


- Linda Rae Shanstrom 
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SEEING HIS LOVE 


, Aveil must have covered my eyes, 
Before I knew my Lord. 
For now beauty seems to go beyond - 
Since my Savior I’ve adored. 


I've always marveled at the perfection, 
And the beauty of a rose. 
But now it seems even more exquisite, 
And I know it’s His love I see, that glows. 


The morning dew glistening on nature’s flowers, 
Now speaks of His abundant love, 

And at night, the moon in all its splendor 
With the sparkling stars above. 


Hummingbirds, so tiny, wings fluttering so fast, 
Now as | watch them | also see 

The tremendous love God had for us, 
When he created them for you and me. 


The Master’s hand, has always been so clear to see, 
On a beautiful autumn day. 

But now the amber and crimson colors 
Simply take my breath away! 


A snowcapped mountain, a sunset, a rainbow, 

The ocean, flowers in May, a delicate snowflake -- 
All His never-ending creations, so glorious, 

And he made them all for our sake. 


If He did all this for us on earth, 
Imagine, what our Father has in store, 
In the wonderful place He prepares for us 
Just behind "Heaven’s door!" 


- Gayleen Lucas 


FRIENDS 


You are my friend 
Through thick-n-thin. 
We shall be friends, 
Until the end. 

And there again we'll 
Begin again. 


- Donna S.C. Hartong 
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DEATH 


When into love and laughter of today 

The poisoned shaft of death has plunged its way 
To pierce the heart of one - that only one 
Whose every action nigh outshone the sun, 

All earthly values tremble, start to fall, 

In place of glorious light there comes a pall. 


Why must such beauty ever pass away 

When every bit is needed every day? 
"Twould hurt enough to miss it for a week, 
But then I'd feel again that radiant cheek. 
But not forever, God, I pray you. No! 

Better, far, that some poor wretch should go. 


The mind bespeaks its anguish as it tries 

To understand the tragedy that lies 

So still and cold beneath the earthly soil, 
There seems no reason Reason cannot foil. 
And yet, with nature’s laws like finest lace, 
The web of death must have a rightful place. 


That thought gains power o’er the sting 

When from its depth there bubbles up a spring 
To nourish evermore belief in He 

Who cherished what was truly His-to-be. 

To lose one’s faith when losing such a jewel 
Would make of man a slave to Satan’s rule. 


Should man upon this earth eternal dwell, 

And always face the fight ’twixt heav’n and hell, 
Tis certain soon that faith would disappear 
And in its place come crime and greed and fear. 
O let us offer God untimely due 

And hope we, too, may be the chosen few. 


- F. Price Merrels 


LOVE 


I thought that love could be controlled, 
That one couldn’t love 

What the mind wouldn't hold, 

But I have learned the heart is bold 
And feels and cries without being told. 


- Elsie Moran 
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I WILL NOT ACCEPT DEFEAT 


When you feel you’re burdened 
and LIFE is so unfair 
Don’t EVER think for a MOMENT 
that there’s NOT someone to CARE 


When YOU feel the world is against YOU 
and its DEMANDS you cannot MEET 
A little SMILE will help YOU say 
| WILL NOT ACCEPT DEFEAT 


When YOU'RE faced with FEARS and DOUBTS 
and YOU feel you’re near the END 

PICK yourself UP and SHOW the world 
YOU'LL just START over again. 


When YOUR days are LONG and LONELY 
and ALL you do is CRY 

If you'll start counting ALL your BLESSINGS 
I'll bet YOUR tears will DRY 


When YOU think the hand of FATE 
has DEALT you a hand that’s CRUEL 
LOOK at what a DIAMOND goes through 
before it becomes a JEWEL 


When YOU feel you’ve GIVEN your ALL 
and YOU think you failed the TEST 
REMEMBER all that GOD ever asks 
is that WE do OUR best 


If worrying, YOU find, is HOW you spend YOUR time 
and YOU’RE asking, OH, LORD, why ME 

HE’S only revealing YOUR inner BEAUTY 
SO all the WORLD can SEE 


- Corliss Booth 


AS LIFE LOSES HOLD 

The weathered stone grays this holy site, 
ground below me: cracked, old -- 

does earth too, | wonder, weep and mourn? 


I feel the Raven’s flight, 
as I stand amid the Blackthorn. 


- Jonathan W. Neske 
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BEGGAR MAN 


"Nobody loves me," I hear you say, 
"Nobody cares at all. 
Nobody knows that I live and breathe, 
No one cares if] stand or fall." 

But ... 


If | love you and never say the words, 

Will you feel small and hated? 

And if I feel no love, but say I do, 

Will your heart then feel elated? 
YOuUSEer,, 


You live for empty, shallow words, 
When the only love you'll ever know 
Is that which flows inside yourself; 
That which you're afraid to show. 


So, tell me this, my precious friend, 
What difference does it make? 

Will you become less special 

If you give instead of take? 


Would a rich man become a beggar? 

I think not, so why have you? 

Don’t ask for more; just give your own, 
If only to a few. 


I can see the love behind your eyes 
And I hear it in your voice; 
You can sit and cry, or give it out -- 
Such a very simple choice. 


Give it all away, my friend; 

Just give, then give some more, 
And pretty soon some other love 
Will knock at your heart’s door. 


- Ted C. Cole 


DOUBLE EDGED SWORD 
Sarcasm’s sabre: ; 
The cutting edge ... of the mind 

Which cleaves hearts in two. 
- Cherylanne Pastorel 
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WHY? GOD? 


Why doesn’t God stop all this misery 
With which this world has been cursed? 
Why does He allow all this trouble? 
Why doesn’t He think of us first? 


Why do we have to suffer? 
Where is all of God’s power? 
Why doesn’t He remove this evil? 
He could do it this very hour. 


Why murder, rape and terrorism 
That inflicts suffering on others? 
There’s power, greed, and stealing, 
And violence against their brothers. 


These questions are asked by unbelievers 
And bewildered Christians with strife 
And enemies of religion. 

It promotes a mystery of life. 


If God were to destroy all evil, 
He would have to destroy all men. 
We've come short of His glory 
And there’s none exempt from sin. 


If God wants everything perfect, 

As humans we would be destroyed 
We’d turn into a programmed robot. 
Then real love would also be void. 


Suffering would be eliminated. 
But what is a world without love? 
The mystery is with the Father, 
And the answers are all up above. 


There will always be unknown secrets 
Beyond the grasp of man. 

God is doing what is best for us, 

And this is all in His plan. 


It’s God’s mercy, love and kindness 

In which you will find the key. 

If you believe on His name and trust Him, 
There will be no mystery. 


- Jeanette Berndt 
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MR. PRESIDENT ... 


When my son was just a toddler 

He played in a box of sand 

Didn’t know he was going to play again 
With a big gun in his hand. 


Another son made paper planes 

Flew them high up in the air 

Didn’t know he was going to grow up 
And fly real planes over there. 


Yet another son made wooden boats 
On the pond he’d set them free 

This boy, Dear Sir, has grown up too 
And sails on a foreign sea. 


A bunch of boys played soldier 

Out on the village green 

These little boys are grown up now 
And call themselves Marine ... 


Sir, some little girls played too 
Along with friends and brothers 
Like the rest, they've gone away 
Leaving worried Dads and Mothers. 


Dear Sir, these kids are in your care 
Because Freedom isn’t free 

So carefully plot your foreign plan 
These kids belong to me ... 


Who am I? Well, I’m America 
You know, Red, White and Blue 
Apple pie and kids at play 

We all look up to you. 


I’m also these kids’ Mother 

And | had to set them free 

It broke my heart, and pray to God 
You'll send them home to me. 


Dear Sir, you have my children 
We know you really care 

Be good to them Mr. President, 
Don’t keep ’em long over there ... 


- Patricia A. Frank 
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ALITTLE NOTE 


God gave us a gift for you, 
A tiny little note. 
He took our hands to paper, 
And this is what we wrote. 


Mother, you’re a wonder, 
A shiny piece of gold. 
So precious to your children, 
Never to be sold. 


How can we ever thank you, 
For all the things you've shared. 
By giving up the time for you, 
And showing that you cared. 


You taught us what we needed, 
To help us learn and live. 
You did the things you knew you should, 
And gave all you could give. 


We thank you for your love, 
And this we want to share. 
So we may show we love you too, 
And also that we care. 


Mother, you're a wonder, 
Better than the gold. 
More precious to your children, 
Than ever could be told. 


Thank you. 
- Randy Cook 


THE BOOK OF LIFE 


God has a Book of Life. 

It tells of all our trouble and strife. 

He knows what is best for each of us. 

Even when there’s no one else to trust. 

He gives us the strength to do what must be done. 

And the courage to accept the battles not yet won. 

So, when you're feeling low. 

You've got nowhere else to go. 

Just remember that no matter how much trouble and strife, 
God has it written in His Book of Life. 


- Verilyn Brinson 
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MY SECRET GARDEN 


There is a secret garden 
I go to every day. 
There, in quiet solitude 
My cares just drift away! 


There in my secret garden 

I find rest and relief. 

Loosing the cares that bind me, 
I enjoy the sweet retreat! 


The birds’ singing soothes me, 
While blossoms perfume the air, 
I pray in my secret garden; 

The Lord doth meet me there! 


- Darcy Tolliver-Noonkester 


TURTLES (AND ME) 


My collection is turtles. 
Friends call me Myrtle. 
Why are they my obsession 
That’s the question. 


Could it be 

They remind me of me. 

I can be a silent creature 
But with more features. 


Turtles never worry 

About being in a hurry. 

We are quiet, timid and shy 
Sometimes | can’t look you in the eye. 


Along shores they prefer to remain 
And that’s where I stake my claim. 
When I’m troubled and blue 

| head there to think things through. 


Into my shell I can go 

So no one will know. 

This armored suit will protect me 
From fears others don't seem to see. 
- Linda S. Cutcher 
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WHAT GOD MEANS TO ME! 


God is there when you need help, 
He loves, He cares, He lifts you out. 
He also knows when you are down 
And even smooths your frown. 

His love is there for all to see, 

And | know, He cares for me! 


No matter where my feet may stray 
He walks beside me night and day. 
I may cry out, Oh Lord! help me 

His touch will always set me free. 
If you believe with all your heart, 
Then God will never, ever part. 


He knows when | am feeling sad, 
And cries with me when I’m glad 
Whenever I| am feeling blue, 

He’s always there to see me through. 
I know that God will never leave, 

For this is what he means to me. 


His touch is like an evening breeze, 
His goodness is for all to see. 

I know, my friend, that He is there, 
Because He answers all my prayers. 
If you have faith and you believe 
Remember, "what God means to me!" 


- Erma Monroe 


THE ROSE 


If you picked a rose today 

And it bends its head, as if to pray, 

Give your thanks that you have found 

This miracle wonder from the ground 

And if it holds its head up high 

To drink the dew from the morning sky 
You now hold this miracle in your hands 
The one only God understands - 

And if the rose seems to spread its bloom 
To invite the breeze to breathe its perfume 
Your heart will sing, and happiness will fill 
You completely - with this miracle - so still! 


- Maude Randall 
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SEARCHING FOR MYSELF 


What happened to the child I knew so long ago? 

Who believed in Fairy Tales and Fantasy picture shows. 

Who lived her life in make-believe, and in books she could 
escape 

To far off lands with leprechauns, and wishes they'd create 
Where Rainbows stretched across the sky, and Unicorns ran free 
etre Kings and Queens were everywhere, and Peter Pan was 
reality - 

Each lamp contained a Genie, and "Pixie Dust" made you fly 
When you could wish upon a star, and disappear by blinking an 


eye. 

We all can find that child, without putting much at risk 

For within the hearts of each adult, that young person still 
exists. 

When life seems to be unfair, and unjust in many ways. 

It only takes a moment, to reflect on by-gone days 

So break through time and reminisce the youth you left behind. 
Trust in what I tell you, it won’t be hard to find. 

I too found the child, I had so longed to see 

For in the mirrow she stood there, staring back at me. 


- Andrea R. Wilde 


STRUGGLE OF LIFE 


The world is full of mistakes 

It’s hard to get any breaks. 

Most people give up on their dreams. 

Others try all kinds of schemes. 

Problems can cut like a knife, 

And make you want to give up your life. 

Try not to give in. 

This would be the worst sin. 

Do things your way. 

Don’t worry about what other people say. 
Times will change and the world will look brighter. 
The load off of your shoulder will be lighter. 
Even when you wonder "Why?" 

Hold your head up high. 

The only way to get on top is never to stop. 
Hang on tight, do what you believe to be right. 
Sooner or later it will pay, _ 

And you will say "It’s a beautiful day." 


- Debra Hall 
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THE SHOT ARE WE 


I am the young eagle flying high, | 

soaring, reaching, stretching, hunting. 

Living in the freedom of the open air, 

the great expanses of space there. 

Then shot. Shot down from my soaring heights. 
No more freedom. 

Zoos have me caged. Chained to a routine. 

Eat, drink, even flight are regulated for me. 

I don’t know how to break free, 

and if I should, 

I no longer have the power to live alone, 

if | ever did. 

The eagle the hunters shot am I. 

You all may watch me, here, in this world. 

I won’t mind. I will be remembering the old world, 
the one I can no longer visit. 

The one none of us visit. 

For we are all watching each other inside this cage of mine. 


- Austin W. Dunham V 


THE REVELATION 


It brings salvation to a distraught lost soul. 

It sparks jubilation in a worn spirit so dull. 

It erupts the naked body causing an unreachable quake. 
It soothes and coats the pain of a scarring heartache. 


Many will scorn it - in attempts to bring shame. 
While deep in their being they give in the same. 
Others will ignore it - say it does not exist 

Yet their entities indulge in the ecstasy and bliss. 


The predator will taste it during the chase for the prey. 
The priest will evade it during the sermon Sunday. 

The teacher will conceal it - praying it will soon pass. 
The student will feel it with erotic dreams in the class. 


What is this thing we pretend to know so little about? 

This thing that inspires imagination, but the mind will clout. 
I approach you critics, and if this be a revelation - 

| am not the first to give in to temptation! 


- Ramona T. Spletzer 
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LONELY LITTLE BIRD 


Lonely little bird 

come fly with me 

we'll soar over mountains 

and through each and every tree 


Lonely little bird 

do not look so sad 
can it be that your life 
is really all that bad? 


Lonely little bird 

sitting on a wire all alone 
have you no place that 
you can call your home? 


Lonely little bird, be my friend 
in my home you can stay 

for I will never send 

or chase you away 


- Merrybeth Bowser 


eRe He He He Ie He He 


There is a place I love to go 

Where | can be myself. 

This place is where you happen to be... 
Because I need you to be me. 


There is a light that shines bright as day, 
Where I can see so clear. 

This light is where you happen to be ... 
Because | need you to clearly see. 


There is a place where | can rest 

And lay down my head in peace. 

This place is where you happen to be ... 
My sleep is sweet and fear's released. 


There is a rock on which I stand 

And | will never fall. 

Your love is strength for things that be .. 
Because I need you to fully be me. 

- Mary P. Fields 
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THE INNOCENT ONE 


The world is always changing: 
But one thing stays the same, 


One man does the crime: 
A family lives with pain. 


So senseless is this man, 
Who still walks to this day, 


For a crime he has commited 
And a life he took away. 


- Lee Ann Piergrossi 


FRR 


Music is a butterfly 
Fluttering higher; 

Lightly, softly 

Reaching its heights 
Soaring forcefully above all 
Then alighting 

And gently folding its wings. 


- S.F. Kern 


FINE FIRST FRUIT 


Where amid this land can fine fruit be found? 
No current search has led to a good crop; 
The produce is sour like salt in the ground. 
How unkind worms do cause sweet plums to drop! 
Please forgive all of these sad views of mine; 
To conduct such a long, deep probe will pay. 
Lamb Supreme, your fair work goes on just fine; 
You allow me to share with souls who pray. 
But, throughout time, have men sought one First Fruit? 
Some naively think your gift just bark to eat! 
Oh, Precious Vine, spread love in men that suits; 
And redeem those who want to hail your seat. 
With undue trust in me, this fine First Food, 
Will insure fruit all new to change my mood. 


- Roy W. James 
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DID YOU EVER? 


Did you ever love someone 

And know they didn’t love you? 

Did you ever feel like crying 

And thought what good would it do? 


Did you ever look into their heart 
And wish that yours was there? 
Did you ever look into their eyes 
And say a little prayer? 


Did you ever see them dancing 

When the lights were turned down low? 
And whisper softly to yourself 

Oh God | love them so. 


Do not fall in love my friend 
You'll see it doesn’t pay. 
Although it causes broken hearts 
It happens every day. 


Did you ever wonder where they are 
Or wonder if they’re true? 

One moment you are happy 

The next, you are blue. 


When love comes you'll know. 

You'll worry day and night. 

You'll see my friend you're losing them 
It never turns out right. 


Love is free but it hurts so much 

The price you pay is high. 

If | had to choose between love and death 
I think I’d rather die. 


So when | say don’t fall in love 
You'll be hurt before it’s through, 
You see my friend I ought to know 
I fell in love with you. 


- Victoria L. Kerby 


179 


MORNING ANTICIPATION 


My inspiration to write, 
Has left my sight. 

"| don’t know why," 

I say with a sigh. 


It’s four A.M. 

And tired I am. 

"Do I need to write, 
this late at night?" 


Tired are my bones 

So weak and all alone. 

My eyes are seeing double, 

My yawns are one after the other. 


Waiting for that wonderful sound, 

When the water has sifted thru the grounds, 
Rushing to the kitchen, 

Just to stand and listen. 


Contemplating a cup, 

But the time is not up. 
Maybe I'll sneak it midway. 
No .... I'll be fluttered all day. 


Patiently I'll wait, 

Knowing the fate, 

Of that first cup in the morning, 
That will set me soaring. 


Geared for the day, 

Psyched, I must say, 

To concur the endeavors, 
Gee .... it seems like forever. 


Ahh .... finally it’s done! 
Somehow I’ve won, 
This morning’s fight. 
Good till tonight. 


- Kathleen Scott Hicks 
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HIS HEART IS MINE 


The house needed paint, floors were bare, 
Roof let rain seep through 
Food was little, problems many, 
But still our love, it grew. 
There was no fancy furniture, 
The shades were the PORTLAND NEWS. 
He had no heavy winter coat, 
And holes were in his shoes. 
But, he handed me a present, 
Which I saved throughout the years 
He smiled warmly as I unwrapped it, 
Amidst the flow of tears. 
A precious everlasting gift, 
To show his love was true 
He hand carved a wooden heart, 
And etched in, "I Love You." 


Now home is new, carpet floor, 
Roof to keep out rain 

Food in abundance, problems few 
And drapes on windowpane. 

Fine modern furniture with color T.V., 
Tape deck and stereo 

Elegant suits and coats, 
And still our love does grow. 

He has given lovely presents 
Throughout our many years 

And smiles while | unwrap them, 
Amidst the flow of tears. 

But, I’ll cherish one forever, 
And it didn’t cost one cent 

My precious hand-carved wooden heart, 
"| Love You" etched on it. 


- Mary R. Stanley 


HOMELESS 


The winds of change blow hard 
Against those unanchored souls 
Human tumbleweeds 
Smashed against hard walls of life 
And left like trash in the streets. 


- Linda Rae Shanstrom 
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WHAT IS LIFE ALL ABOUT? 


Why is life begun 

Is it an emotion 

an element of turmoil 

an exemption of pain 

should we laugh when we cry 

should we whisper when we shout 

what is life all about 

Is it all made out of confrontations and fear. 
Or is it made out of one tear. 

I know one person cannot have all the answers 
But what seperates them from me. 

Is it trust or pain 

or are they just one in the same. 

I cannot say for sure 

But | shall live life and endure. 


- James Baughman 


COCAINE: 


Follow me through dim lit halls, up creaking 
stairs then down, 

Go with me, no questions asked, as | 
lead you around ... 


Surrender to me everything, your home, 
your car, your wife, 

And rest assured before I’m through, I'll 
also have your life ... 


This in itself not much a prize, ’cause 
by that time you see, 

What’s left of what was you, is 
useless as can be ... 


I’ve taken nothing from you, though you 
make yourself believe, 

That you would give so willingly, is what 
you can’t conceive ... 


With nothing left for you to give, I have 
no use of you, 

I'll leave you in the gutter, and feed 
on someone new... 

- Cheryl Williams 
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DREAM 


I had a dream last night 

The birds were all in flight 

The sky showed a brilliant blue 

And in my dream | spent time with you 
We walked and talked ... 

We laughed and sang ... 

I hope tonight I dream again. 


- Kimberly Modzelewski 


LOST HORIZONS 


Come friend, take my hand; 
play Peter Pan with me. 
Together; 
we can journey to a world, 


Where all things are possible 

and there are dreams still to dream. 
Where today lasts forever; 

tomorrow an eternity, 

but the future’s just ahead. 
Where pirates still roam the Seven Seas 

and stories all have happy endings. 
Where Halloween means treats, not tricks 

and ghosts and goblins rule the night. 
Where monsters hide under your bed at night 

and a teddy bear is your one true friend. 
Where Santa is alive and well; 

Christmas Eve is always white 

and Rudolph guides the sleigh that night. 
Where tiny hands humbly place, 

the Christ Child in his sacred place. 


Come friend, quickly, take my hand; 
play Peter Pan with me. 

We must start our journey soon, 
but only if you dare. 


Hurry now it’s growing dark; 
and once the light has faded, 
our journey will be half over 
before the adventure has begun. 


Gail Robbin Grayson 


183 


TIME TRAVEL 


Time travel is possible. 

Zipping to the future is through 

the imagination. 
Sliding into the past is through 

the memory. 

And slipping through to the present 
is through living. 


- Tracie Mounts 


THE FISHERMAN’S WIFE 


He got me up early this morning, 
said come, let’s go to the lake. 

So I hurried and fixed him some breakfast, 
consisting of bacon and eggs. 


We grabbed our poles and our tackle, 
then headed out there you see. 
We climbed down some steps, 
and sat on some rocks. 


I had goose bumps all over my arms, 

from that cold water splashing on me. 
All of a sudden, I got one, 

the first fish of the day, to be caught. 


| showed it to him, 
and he threw it back in, 
now what do you think of that? 


I sat there all day, in the sunshine. 

I got sunburned, and dirty, and tired. 

Every fish that I caught, he threw back in, 
but all his fish, he took home with him. 


I don’t understand why he did it, 
why he threw all my fish away. 
He said, it’s because they were too little. 


But I know the truth, don’t you see, 
it’s hard for an old fisherman to explain, 
why his wife caught more fish than he. 


- Ruth Ann Jackson 
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WORDS 


Words you speak 
to me 


You fill my heart 
with lies and untruths 
spoken to me 


When you 
took my belongings 
away from me 


Like being stabbed 
in the heart 

you're cold and 
calculating, cruel 


Your words are 
empty 


- Arlana Rottacker 


A CHILD’S WORLD 


A child’s life is pure and naive 

Full of charm and make believe. 

Their biggest problem is being told no 

Otherwise their world is all go. 

Their imagination is wild and free 

They'd be so happy if everyday was full of glee. 

Then all ofa sucden their dreams are shattered 
Because they too soon discover make believe never mattered. 
They soon find out that life is hard 

It would be so nice if they held a high card. 

It would be so nice if they were born with money 
Because this cold world doesn’t work with just honey. 
Discouraged is the child who’s brought up in hate 

He holds no value in his fate. 

Blessed is the child who’s brought up in love 

He doesn’t feel the need of having to shove. 

A child’s mind is like 2 piece of clay 

But beware to the molder, one mistake and you'll pay. 
Give a child the benefit of the doubt 

Right is not always the one with all the clout. 
Children learn from the examples we show 

So try to always have a happy glow. 


- Stephanie Girlinghouse 
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SIMPLE SOLUTION 


There’s plenty of love, 
All around you and me, 
If people were willing, 
To give completely. 

No reason to feel sad, 
Or to feel all alone - 
Why not show others, 
That they’re not alone? 
If each one of us, 

Went out of our way, 
To make someone smile, 
Each and every day - 
No one would feel sad, 
Or feel all alone - 

We are only able, 


To feel what we’re shown. 


Life can be worthwhile, 
And fulfill all our needs, 
If we give a bit more, 


Than we take with our greed. 


- Lisa Marie Nunez 


YOU ARE ... 


You are the rose, 

within the weeds. 
You are the plant, 

that needs no seed. 
You are the rainbow 

up in the sky. 
After the rain has 

begun to die. 
You are the sun, 

on a cold wet day. 
Always the one who, 

takes my fears away. 
You are the one, 

in a room so dark. 
You are like Noah, 

who built the Ark. 
You are so special to me, 

with lots of love. 
You are the bird, 

that beautiful dove. 


- Anita Seidel 
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GREAT JOY HAS BEEN MINE 
(For my dog, Playdoh - with love) 


We've strode ten-thousand trails or more, 
And splashed thru creeks by the score. 

We've fought howling winter winds and snow, 
And sun that baked the ground below. 


We've hiked ’neath our share of skies of blue, — 
And rains that soaked us thru and thru. 

The days, months, years, the cold and heat, 
Have all passed by our roving feet. 


We've walked aside the Niagara’s flow, 
Watching her seasons come and go. 

Once, while traveling our homeward way, 
We walked five states in just one day. 


We’ve watched the thoroughbreds as they flew 
And marched along with elephants, too. 
Thousands of miles are now behind, 
As yet, the paths, we daily wind. 


Ol’ Kentucky’s bluegrass draws our raves, 
And we’ve spelunked thru Carter’s Caves. 
From Erie on down to Orlando, 
Wherever we pick up and go ....... 


We've shared memories never to fade, 
As we strolled and as we played. 

What great joy has been mine, stride by stride, 
With my pal, Playdoh, by my side. 


- William James Hudec 


WE HAVE EACH OTHER 


We have each other, 
That’s all I need. 

As we stand, 

Hand in hand together, 
I feel your eyes, 

Upon me. 

When | look at you, 

I can truly see, 

Your love, 

For me. 


- Sheila Smith 
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THE FINISHING TOUCH 


I was cut from stone 
But not from any 
Ordinary rock. 


I have been sculpted 
Not by the ordinary, 
But by the best 


For I was not cut by one 

But by many. 

And for as many that were 
Allowed to put chisel and mallet 
To me, 

Just as many were rejected, 

For they lacked the endurance 
To leave their mark, you see. 


The first cut me from stone 
Leaving a rough hewn rock, 
Knowing in his mind 

What it would be in the end. 


And as time marched on 

Different sculptors came and went, 
Some working on my intelligence and 
personality, 

Others shaping my form and physique, 


Much time was spent. 


But as my body and personality grew, 
There were few people 

That came to work upon my heart, 
They touched it in different ways, 
But none so complete. 


There were many years when none 
Stopped to even look at my heart, 


Then you appeared, bearing a smile, 
In your hand was a chisel and mallet 
Of the like I had never seen. 


But knowing their origin 

From the look in your eye, 
They were the instruments 

Of love and could be none but. 
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As you worked diligently with care, 
I knew you were the one | had waited 
For so much, 


For you were the one with the finishing touch. 


- Jeffery L. Levin 


THESE THINGS I WISH FOR YOU 


Sunshine warm upon your face 
A sky of brilliant blue 

The love of family and friends 
These things I wish for you. 


A home to keep you safe and dry 
A place to make a bed 

A blanket that will keep you warm 
A pillow for your head. 


A child’s laughter in the air 
Birds singing in the trees 

A rainbow in the sky above 
A warm and gentle breeze. 


The sound of seagulls on the beach 
An early morning dew 

A forest and a waterfall 

These things I wish for you. 


The dawning of a brand new day 

The friendships you will build 

The hope that all your cherished dreams 
Will someday be fulfilled. 


A lifetime full of memories 

And special people, too 

The hope that all the love you give 
Will be returned to you. 


The many wonders of this land 

A prayer that all you do 
Will bring you worlds of happiness 
These things I wish for you. 

- Mary Ellen Barlow 


189 


AN INSIGHT TO LOVE 


Love is a heart 
Beating so fast, 
Dwells on the future 
Deals with the past, 


Love is an emotion 
Some happy, some sad, 
It’s about feelings 
Some good, some bad, 


Love is not money 
Wrong shade of green, 
It’s like trees 

If you know what I mean, 


Love is about touching 
The feeling of skin, 
Love is about pleasure 
It cannot be a sin, 


Love is about joining 
Becoming as one, 
Dinner and dancing 
Just having some fun, 


And love is like roses 
Or oceans of blue, 
Love is to say 

I love you. 


- Matthew A. Van Slyke 


SPRING IS HERE 


The sun is large 

The tadpole is small 

Green growing grass is so tall 

The clouds are floating up above 

Fading rainbow colors but bright pink in love, 
Butterfly riding gently on the breeze 
Beside the swaying, dancing trees 

Tulips of red, daffodils of yellow 

See rabbits racing across the meadow 
EEE is new including the baby deer, 
Now you know that spring is here. 


- Sherry Bish 
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RAINY AFTERNOON 


It was on a rainy afternoon as 
| looked out the window of my down- 
Town hotel room. 


People ran to and fro, trying to get 
Out of the rain that poured. Soon the streets 
Were silent and bare. 


Out of my lonely room I stared. Loneliness 
Filled the air, silence was everywhere, 
Night would soon be there. 


The sound of the rain brought to mind, 
A distant place, a rambling mind. 


- Eddie Blackmon 


THOUGH THERE BE THORNS 


Though there be thorns, 

In the paths that we walk, 

Keep on pushing your way, 
Through their pricky stalks. 
Though there be thorns, 
Covering all of the ground, 

If you’re destined to make it through, 
You'll find yourself a way around. 
Though there be thorns, 
Covering up everywhere, 

They’ll suddenly turn to roses, 

If you really care. 


- Bryan Wojtylko 


THOUGHTS 


My mind travels like flowers on a slow moving pond. 

My thoughts are arranged as a delicate, mixed bouquet. 
Some days these treasures of the mind are like diamonds, 
picture perfect, and other times they’re more dull, 

as a stone might look along a winding trail. 


- Lenna J. Schack 
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MOONLIT WATERS 


The colors of the ocean glisten onto the horizon 

As the sun floats into the water 

The clouds, they decorate the sky 

As the moon hangs in the distance 

Birds add the activity, flowing from side to side 

The only sound that you can hear is the splashing of the tide. 


- Kimberly Modzelewski 


CLOUDS 


I sat upon a hill one day 

And looked at clouds so far away. 
They drew a picture clear and bright. 
This scene unfolded before my sight. 
I saw a giant chasing a rat 

A big snowman without a hat. 

An old lady and her dog. 

A big city covered with smog. 

Slowly the giant drifted apart, 

And the snowman became a heart. 
The old lady left her dog 

And the city turned into smog. 

And as the clouds drifted away 

All that was left was a shade of gray. 


- Roseilla Murphy 


GUESS WHO 


You see them around, 
With a smile, no frown. 
They drive a car so small. 
There are ten, they ride in all. 
With a big fat belly, 

That shakes like jelly. 

In big baggy clothes, 

and an over grown nose. 
Two different shoes. 
Have you got a clue? 
Remember, no frown. 
Yes! It’s a clown. 


- Anita Seidel 
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YOU CAN’T BUY YOUR WAY INTO HEAVEN 


You can’t buy your way into heaven 
You've got to earn it my friend 

You have to live by the good book 
And trust the Lord to the end. 


You can’t buy your way into heaven 
Money won't buy back your soul 
You have to answer to God, friend 
For the free love that you stole. 


You can’t buy your way into heaven 
So you had better repent 

Money won't do you no good there 
If you could take every cent. 


You can’t buy your way into heaven 
It is a fact you should know 

For wicked sins in our lifetime 

We go above or below. 


You can’t buy your way into heaven 
All of your wealth stays my friend 
No one can hide from the good Lord 
In this big world without end. 


- Daniel Andrade 


MISCARRIAGE 


When April came, we all expected spring. 
We watched for robins feeding in the grass. 
We listened for the katydids to sing - 

To celebrate the resurrection mass. 


We woke instead to sheets of falling white 

And branches broke beneath the glass, ice born. 
The child prepared to fly his last year’s kite 

Was not prepared for this unseasoned storm. 


The whole world came to halt one frozen day. _ 
The buds that might have opened closed and died. 
It’s not supposed to happen in that way. 

In shock, we thought the universe had lied. 


Anticipated expectations fail. _ ; 
Our growth was halted in that icy hail. 


- Cynthia Van Hemert 
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A WINTER'S DREAM 


The ribbon-like rays 
of the beginning 
light shining through 
the crystal daggers 
of winter 

Wake our weary bones 
from slumber. 

The winter daggers glisten 
like a flawless 
diamond and a deep 
white blanket covers 
our town. 

A forest fire burns in the 
stove, awakening the 
scents of breakfast, 

Calling us for a new 
beginning. 


- Rebecca L. Christian 


BEYOND THE DOOR 


Time has traveled far beyond this galaxy over the years 
Leaving behind the happy and sad, shedding many tears. 


We are but a speck of sand in the ocean 
Eroding away ever so slowly, always on the run. 


Red and green, black and blue, silver and gold 
The spectrum is continuously changing, creating a new mold. 


We are but a star glistening in the night sky 
Far far away in a sea of lights up so high. 


From winter to spring, the decades pass 
Each one more complex, a molecule amongst the world’s mass. 


We are but one species, only one in a ton 
Seeking eternity after life as we know is done. 


When, how, what, and why - questions of the future 
Each will pass as before in a forgotten blur. 


We are but a second in billions of years 
So live for each day and let go of your fears. 


- Don R. Duncan 
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SOMETIMES ... WHEN 


Sometimes it’s hard 

to keep love in your heart 
When things don’t work out 
and you're falling apart. 


Sometimes it’s hard 

to take life day by day 

When you know what you feel 
but not what you say. 


Sometimes it’s hard 

to be "just good friends" 
When love ts still there 
and a relationship ends. 


Sometimes it’s hard 

to admit you were wrong 
When someone you love 
has been hurting too long. 


Sometimes it’s hard 

when three words mean so much 
When you say "I love you" 

it is the heart that you touch. 


- Debbie Hanley 


REMEMBER ME 


Remember me when soft strangers 
pass by, 

When smiles get harder to come by. 

Remember me when peace of mind 
is a bitter joke, 

The taste of sorrow stings the 
throat, 

Remember me. 

Remember me when you burn your 
candle at both ends. 

When your beating heart drowns 
out the ticking of your clock. 

Remember me when warm breezes 
blow, 

When winter nights chill your bones, 

Remember me, 

And smile. 


- Thomas L. Smith 
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:THE THRESHOLD OF FOREVER: 


"A distant alighted doorway leads, - 
out beyond the boundary of star studded sky, 
to a perfectly peaceful place, 
transcending time and immeasurable space ... 
"Where you and I can walk upon the wind ... 
"To a place which knows not the night, - 
and we shall live forever within warm gentle light ... 
"Where our shattered dreams may mend ... 
"It is a world we could call our own, - 
and be together, so we need never be alone ... 


"There you shall see inside the soul of me, - 
as my eyes look into the life of you, 
when we cross the threshold of forever, 
opened unto us to journey through ... 


"So now if you feel not my love for you, - 
though my spirit always continues to ... 
"Merely consider these proffered words | say ... 


"Just as we finally flourish we tend to fade away ... 
"Yet, true feelings are unforsaken, nor never falter, - 
as eternal emotions the heart cannot alter ... 


- David B. Sullivan 


Hee ais ae sie ae see 


Five pennies, sitting in a jar. 
They’re never used for anything, 
they’re just there; like little dogs 
in a pound, waiting for a home. 


Five pennies, just gathering dust, 

they probably will not be spent. 

Just like all the kids on the streets; 
great minds, yet no chance to use them. 


Five pennies are just like the things 

we look at as we go through life. 

Things that we could help, but we don’t. 
Five pennies that we'll never know. 


- Mari Muhle 
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THE NECTAR’S SOUL 


My trusted maple 

amidst older siblings of rainforest green 
seeps his dew, dripping, 

gripping the walls, 

Gramp’s wooden bucket. 


Mr. Maple’s aroma danced on my pores, 
echoing consonance on Gram’s ol’ stove, 
smiling at our drooling eyes --- 
anticipation. 


His sweetened nectar flowed, 
melting our vanilla snow at a touch; 
we basked in his glory, 

relishing his magic, 

the ancient soul. 


Three steps south of childhood 

he rests majestically, 

now only flowing into 

the reservoir of my memory, 

as homestead’s door swings frantically 
through the wind 


on broken hinges. 


- Rhonda J. Vander Klay 


EARTHEN SONG 


Songs of earth 

bleed stainless vibrant sounds 
the cricket choir din 

and sunset sparrow hymn 


Chimney berths 

seed rainless hybrant clouds 
a snoring dragon breath 
and diplomat of death 


Urban girths 

feed shameless silent crowds 
I hear a rhythm wrong 

and fear for earthen song 


- D.K. Jones 
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MEMORIES OF HOME 


In my mind | still can see it, 

As it was when I was young; 

I can hear the family’s laughter 
As throughout the rooms it rung. 
I feel the warmth around me, 
Even when the days are cold; 

For love was there in every heart, 
And memories don’t grow old. 


The building wasn't stately, 

Nor a mansion on a hill; 

But on the lawn a Jasmine stood, 
Its fragrance lingers still; 


And lent its beauty all around 
For each who passed that way 
Could pick a pretty blossom 
And enjoy it for the day. 


No patios or swimming pools, 

But on the porch, a swing; 

And many times we gathered there 
to laugh and play and sing; 
Although the house is gone now, 
the love will always be 

down deep inside, within my heart, 
And in my memory! 


- Mary Louise Smith 


MY TRUST IN GOD 


My trust in God is day by day. 

He goes with me down life’s way. 

I trust Him, morning and night. 

In the darkness, He is my guiding light. 


| know I have failed Him many times, 
But His trust and forgiveness is mine. 
His love is more precious than gold. 

Grace and mercy will never grow old. 


I trust Him in time of trouble and woe. 

He will be there, to bear His part I know. 

I put my trust in Him, He is my best friend. 
He will be with me, until my life shall end. 


- Faye Hill Nelson 


198 


A LOVELY DAY 


Actually, | couldn’t say 
What made this 

Such a lovely day. 

The air was chill, 

The clouds hung low -- 

Yet, it was lovely. 

That I know. 

Perhaps it was because 
Someone smiled my way, 
And brought the sun? 
Maybe it was only 

That a friend stopped by 
For a little chat; 

Or that neighbor passing by 
Called a warm and friendly ‘hi’? 
Possibly the special glow 
Came from helping one | know; 
Not much, really, just a hand 
To let him know 

I understand. 

Nothing happened, actually, 
To set this day 

Apart for me; 

Things went along 

The usual way ... 

But, O, 

It’s been a lovely day. 


- Hank Ward 


BURIED TREASURE .... 


I took time, 
then I stole time. 
I found love, 
then I stole love. 
TIME with you 
was a gift. 
Now, it is a treasure 
filled with priceless days and 
memories that I have SAVED. 
| sometimes open that 
treasure to fill my heart AGAIN. 
Closing and locking it, 
SAVING for ANOTHER lonely day. 


- Misty Adams 
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WHY DO YOU DOUBT ME, WHEN YOU KNOW 


Why do you doubt me, when you know | love you? 

Why do you doubt me, when you know | care? 

Why do you doubt me, when I’m always there, 

Or do you like me in despair? 

Why do you doubt me when | would never be untrue 

or disrespect you in any way. 

Please, honey, I want you to wake up to this and listen to what | 

Say. 

Gatien: have to be rich or drive a fancy car or impress me in 
any way. 

All | want from you is to be with you each and every day. 


So why do you doubt me? 
You are the mirror | look at 
You are the car | drive 
You are the breath | take. 
Thank God I’m alive. 


So why do you doubt me? 
You are the sun on a bright day. 
You are the moon, please don’t take it away. 
You are the stars in the sky and what a great high. 


So why do you doubt me? 
You are the smile on my face 
You are the sight that I see. 
You are the words which are coming from me. 


So why do you doubt me? 
When you KNOW | love you? 


- Fatima Smith 


CORETTA 


Could find the time 

Over anyone else 

Remembering the thoughts 

Each and every day 

To wipe away your tears 
Through the years 

And always knowing what to say. 


- Coretta Gillenwater 
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REALITY 


Pull up a curb my friend 

And watch the day descend 

I can hear the night come crawling in 
And now the days are growing thin 
I'll tell you of my past 

How | lived hard and fast. 


This talk of destiny 

Has taken a toll on me 

How | lived fancy free 

Nothing to lose, nothing to gain 
But how | suffer all the pain. 


On the mourning side of town 

This whole world looks upside down 
You can dream about what was or 
What might have been 

But when the dreams all drift away 

I feel the chill of a winter’s day. 


It’s scary out here all alone 

When the street’s your only home 

But I guess | let all my chances slip away 
Funny how the skies turn blue to gray. 


I sit still here inside the dark 

Any town in any park 

Counting the minutes of the day 

I’ve learned the price I have to pay 

I've had the sadness, I’ve had the tears 
I've been the cause throughout the years 
Now it’s time for me to see 

That I have to face reality. 


- David J. Grenier 


RACHEL 


The young child sleeping 
Warmed in love’s coverlet 
Lies in deep slumber 


Snowflakes in the sky 
Come tumbling down to earth 
Forming white mountains 


- S.F. Kern 
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OCTOBER 


October with your bracing air 

Late flowers bobbing here and there. 
Maples cloak the hillsides in pastel shade 
Pinks, yellows, hues the frost has made. 


Smells delicate, blends rare, wafted in soft light 
Balmy days, cool night, sun warm and bright. _ 
Odor of apples and grapes, earth damp and cool 
Colorful leaves float, like a boat on the pool. 


A few birds flock from meadow and hill 
Claiming seeds in days blue and still. 
Soon there comes a cooler day 

They fly toward a place miles away. 


October still blue and fair 

At times a chill blows in the air. 
Your lovely colors will fade away 
Soon, a dark gray, winter day. 


- Louis G. Bemus 


LIFE 


As we travel through our busy life 
We have our ups and downs; 

We see many different people, 
All with smiles and frowns. 


Although life is what we make it 
There is a sincere desire; 

To, as they often say aloud, 

Set the world on fire. 


As we go about our busy life 
We make friends along the way; 
Most are just acquaintances, 
But some forever stay. 


Success and health and even wealth 
Is what I wish for all; 

Depending how you treat others, 
Can make you ten feet tall. 

- Betty Cassista 
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NIGHT SOUNDS 


I listen every night 
to the sounds of loneliness, 
to the sounds of desire, 
to the sounds of need, 
to the cry for freedom. 


I listen every night 
to the sounds of thoughts 
fluctuating and imagining, 
to the sounds of snores, 
coughs, breathing, hoping, and wishing. 


I listen every night 
to the sounds of hate, 
deceit, confusion, 
wonder and sorrow. 


I listen every night 
to the sounds of pain, 
torture, 
and psychological taxation. 


I listen every night 
to the sounds of young men 
turning old before their time, 
to the sounds of weeping, 
hurting, frustration, 
and humiliation. 


I listen every night 
to the sounds of dreams, 
anticipation, fears, and hopelessness. 


I listen every night 
to yells and screams, 
to footsteps pacing the floors, 
to forgotten memories, 
to uncertain futures, 
to tears of despair. 


But tonight, 
I listen to the clanking of the door, 
the strapping belts, 
the drop ofa pill, 
and the knowledge that tomorrow; 
I will listen no more. 


- Al Cunningham 
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GREEN 


there’s a long list of green things, here’s some of them: 


trees 
grass-stained knees 


grass 
green ink with words that spell out pass 


socks 
parrots in Africa in big, huge flocks 


cars 
rotten candybars 


that’s only some of the many green things 


- Kelly Schultz 


YOUNGER YEARS 


We were all once a child 
Skipping around 

Having no problems 

Feet stable on the ground 
We all had that feeling 

Once in our life 

Happy go lucky 

No struggle or strife 

We once enjoyed it 

No responsibilities at all 
Sitting around 

And having a ball 

Now we are older 

We have lost it all now 

That freedom and happiness 
I wish | knew how 

We now are responsible 
Growing into adults 

With wrongs and rights 

And many of our faults 

So from the young to the old 
You must enjoy it while it lasts 
Hold on to the future 

But never let go of your past 


- Tanya R. Zinn 
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RAINBOW 


Rainbow, rainbow 
Stretching high 
Reaching to the light blue sky 
Bright clear colors 
soon to disappear 
Leaving only behind 
A feeling of cheer 
But in my memory 
I hold tight 
The rainbow’s reflection 
Of the light 
If you've ever seen a rainbow’s hue 
You'll share the feeling 
As I do 
Of God’s wonder 
And Mother Nature’s eye 
Majestically reaching 
into the sky ....... 


- Valerie Snow 


BARE TREES 


Bare trees are columned pillars all; 
Erect they stand ’gainst winter sky. 
There’s yet a loveliness expressed 
E’en now, no artist will deny, 
In each stark limb that stretches up 
To help support the dome of gray, 
The roof o’er all the earth’s vast hall. 
There’s beauty seen in buds of May, 
In springing grass, in falling leaf, 
But I a rarer beauty see, 
When earth is wrapped in cloak of gloom, 
In nakedness of yon tall tree. 
Superb it stands among its mates, 
How perfect are its sinews strong! 
How full of grace in every line! 
How tapering its fingers long! 
O Tree, my senses you delight. 
No fault of form in you is seen. 
Ruined the winter landscape quite 
If such as you wore clothes of green. 


- Idamae Melendy 
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AUTUMN’S TIME AWAY 


In the air, the distance. 
And by and by goes time. 
Close by. 


And in the day, the feeling 
is strange? 
And all alone, it passes. 


And in the autumn, the 
nights are different. 


And in the autumn .... 
Things change. 

And I. 

I] am far away. 


- Brad Ehrich 


DEVOTED TO ANOTHER 


You walked into my life like a summer breeze 
And ever since you have come, 

You have been a dreadful tease, 

And will be hard to tame. 


I love you, even though you are 
Devoted to another. 

I shall never overcome my love, 
We shall never be together. 


It hurts to see you cry 

It is an awful sight. 

I wish I could take your pain away, 
And throw it into the night. 


My love was once true, 
I care so deeply for you. 


But now | am blue, 
Because | realize now, how true 


My love was for you. 
- Greg Dilley 
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THAT PLACE 


Engulfed by smoke 
we enter 

the room 

dark and drinking 

as we move 

through 

the congestion 
feeling the vibrations 
on wood 

as we 

travel 

almost motionless 
from sound to sound 
with pale emotion 

as if 

we should be 
somewhere other 
than here 


- Lisa A. Minadeo 


LAND OF LIVING WATERS 


Glimpses thru steamy bus windows, 
Suddenly .... Galilee! 

Land where the Master walked and taught. 
My heart’s longing, now reality! 

Placid, azure sea laps the shore. 

Waiting is our small boat. 

Slowly we set sail, 

As misty morn swirls round two fishermen. 
Eyes close, mind drifts ... 

It could be Peter and Andrew. 


Encircling us, the hills of Capernaum 
bloom in radiant hues. 

Senses reel from mingled perfumes. 
Landing, we trudge a winding road upward ... 
Stumbling in His footsteps! 

A broken sandal, dusty feet, 

I stand on Mount Beatitude. 

Feeling, touching, reaching beyond self, 
On the soft breeze | hear: 

"Blessed are the poor in spirit: 

For theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven." 


- Patricia J. Laperle 
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LITTLE SONG, LITTLE FLOWER 


Words may fall short, 
when one thinks of her smile - 
of her heartfilled laughter, 
of her womanly style. 
Yet to gaze into her eyes, 
every minute, every hour, 
the eyes to the soul - 
of Little Song, Little Flower. 
When coolness touches the air 
some nights, 
when shadows fall 
in the bright moonlight, 
and comfort alone can’t dismiss the power, 
that’s when I think of 
Little Song, Little Flower. 
Our paths have crossed 
in directions uncertain - 
awaiting the day, 
the final call, 
the final curtain. 
Like Rapunzel she sits in her 
comfortable tower - 
this woman I know, 


Little Song, Little Flower. 


- Michael Weston Roger 


LITTLE GIRL 


I know this little girl, 

She is as pure as a mourning dove 
God touched her with kindness, 
And filled her heart with love. 

He only made one like her, 

And threw away the mold. 

He made her skin like silk, 

And rubbed her hair with gold. 

He made her teeth like pearls, 

And put diamonds in her eyes. 

And he filled her head with learning, 
So she could be so wise. 

Her Mom and Dad are very proud, 
Just to watch her grow. 

So sweetheart, give your love to others, 
And smile, no matter where you go. 


- Jim Miller 
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YOUR MOTHER 


There is a special person in your life, your Mother 
this person is and will always be like no other 

she felt your first sign of life before anyone knew 
you were alive and too good to be true 

nine months is a long time to wait and to prove 
there was a little someone who made that little move 
picking a name was a mind-boggling fuss 

all because you meant so much to us 

Mother's heartbeat was the source of your life 

before you were ready for this world and its strife 
the arms that held you when you were brand new 
are the ones that will always give you love that is true 
a Mother’s smile is something we all remember 

it is so special, so real and so tender 

I love you now in this world and forever 

and in eternity may we always be together 


- Terri Root 


POET’S LAMENT 


Here is the problem, which on me has dropped. 

I get poems started, but I can’t get them stopped. 
Metrical prose, and rhymsical style, 

The words they all come, a minute a mile. 

The rhythm within, makes all the words hop, 

The question I have, is where do | stop? 

Each stanza’s complete, each line is the end, 

But then a new thought, and I've started again. 
I've covered the paper, with scansion and rhyme, 
I search for the end, while there is still time. 

The end it eludes me, it just slips my grasp, 

All of my endings, just whimper or gasp. 

Oh why can’t I close, a poem with style? 

The words just keep coming, they land in a pile. 
I’m stuck in a rut, I’m spinning my wheels, 

No end can | find, my poems to seal. 

It never seems finished, it never seems done, 

No matter the stanza, my pen does still run. 

This poem I give you, an example most prime, 

Of the troubles | have, of ending in time. 

Though saddened in heart, yet still I’ve no choice, 
But to chop off this poem, while still in mid voice. 
It grieves me to see it, this ending so bare 

Like a hideous wound, it seems so unfair. 


- J.M. Tenenbaum 


210 


A POET IN THE HOUSE 


Sometimes it isn’t easy 

With a poet in the house. 

They often are sequestered, 

And as quiet as a mouse. 

With legal pads and ballpoint pen, 
They pass the dead of night, 
Searching for new metaphors, 

To symbolize their plight. 


Sometimes | get so tired 

Of the endless hunt and peck. 
Surely, there are other ways, 

To gain the world’s respect. 

They always seem so moody, 

If they’re brilliant, who would know? 
They rarely speak, a scribbled page, 
Is all they have to show. 


At least they’re neat, they make their beds, 
Their music’s seldom loud. 

Writers are a unique sort. 

| must admit I’m proud. 

Eccentric, yes, but talented, 

I know there’s nothing wrong, 

It’s 5 a.m., | won’t get up, 

I’ll let my son write on. 


- Jim Champion 


PAWS TO REMEMBER 


I curled up in your yard by day. 
I prowled it all night long. 

Birds and mice lived in my mind. 
My purr was full of song. 


My eyes were big and trusting, 

As shiny as a spoon. 
My fur was soft, but stood like wire 
When ! arched at the moon. 


Our earthly friendship was too short. 
It sadly had to end. 

But if my memory pleases you, 

Read this, my human friend. 


- Linda Lee Curtis 
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THE FOLLOWER 


Walking on the soft petals of each rose as you continue on your 
way 

Feeling the comforting softness as each perishes under your 

feet 

Tolerating the devilish thorns 

The only defense of that the beauty knows 

Turning the orchids darker as they crumble under the heels of 

deceit 

Leave an untraceable trail of life caused by their painful prick 

Smile, as the boy follows in search of some treat. 


The boy’s tired, the boy’s sweet 

He should know it’s wrong to continue 

The boy follows unaware that beauty dies beneath him 
He sees only adventure, fondness and relief 

He doesn’t realize 

That he’s in for anger, hurt, and grief. 


He’ll walk on the roses, tear dreams apart 
As long as he’s the follower 

He’ll look up to all that’s wrong 

And act out of character 

Some people will wonder 

Act all concerned 

And take him away from the beautiful roses 
But isn’t it better for the boy to find out 
What, actually, the beauty poses? 


- John Anthony Lantz 


WINDSWEPT CONTEMPLATION 


A wind blows, 
Sweeping the sun from my shoulders. 
Perhaps it knows 
The answers to question that tumble like boulders 
Stopping soundlessly at my feet. 
Who am, what is, where, when and why 
Do I hear these silent echoes as incomplete 
As a feather that in the wind will fly 
Without aid of avian wing ... 
Away in the distance 

I sing 
My name and dance. 


- Denyce S. Cowell 
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Hee He He a ae see 


Snowflakes 

soft as a whisper 

kissing my cheek 
Frostbitten memories 
drifting in 

the wind 

Piling up in shadows 
Awaiting 

the trampling 

of children’s feet 

or the warmth 

of the sun 

Will the spring thaw 

lessen the chill 

And the soft rains 

wash away the memories ... 
Or will my cheek remember 
its frostbitten kiss? 


- Jennifer Robinette 


COLLECTIBLES 


Accept my love. It is a gift. 
Yet, like your fine collectibles, 
let it rest upon the shelf of memory, 
to steep 
and grow familiar, 
or sequester it 
within the cluttered desk 
of vast preoccupations. 
Perhaps ... someday ... 
should loneliness 
- unlock the doors of hope, 
you will recall. 
Then take my gift, 
clasp it in the palm of true believing. 
Let it loop sweet promises 
of all your dreams 
as my love 
entwines itself 
inexorably 
around your heart, 
and draws you ... at last 
into my waiting arms. 


- Maria Veronica Bakkum 
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REFLECTIONS 


Look in the mirror to see, 
Reflections of what might be, 
Or in a lake on a moonlit night, 
Reflections of a love so bright. 


When day dawns like a child, 
Reflections of a time so mild, 

In time when few seem to care, 
Reflections of friends hidden there. 


During the long warm afternoon, 
Reflections of peace coming soon, 
Look toward the glowing sun, 
Reflections of a day well done. 


Now at evenings lonely hours, 
Reflections sweet like April showers, 
Smiling faces are all around, 
Reflections of life abound. 


Night brings comfort and peace, 
Reflections of love to never cease, 
As shadows play round about, 
Reflections of hope never go out. 


- Cynthia Anne Burton 


MY LORD 


Early | will seek Him, early | shall find 

My lips will praise Him all of the time 

His hand will hold me safe from the storm 
His lips will tell me things to keep me warm 
| know I will prosper as | go my way 

His love will eet me each night and day 
Though others may perish, I'll be safe from harm 
Even great earthquakes to me are no alarm 
When | call unto Him, He will be there 
Because | trust Him, He’ll answer my prayer 
I'll dwell in safety though it be with a foe 
For He is beside me wherever I shall go 

I shall not want, for I have the best 

I will take Jesus, they can have the rest 

] am not ashamed, on Him I will wait 

For I'll surely enter that heavenly gate. 


- Sharon De Board 


THE SILENT BIRD 


There is a singer in the woods 

that not everyone has heard. 

Quite like the mild summer wind. 
Her voice carries silently near and far, 
though it is silent. 

She whispers the message the leaves 
will soon be green, and the flowers 
shall blossom again. 

Winter is gone, with the crying wind. 


She says the brown and yellow leaves 

are gone like a distant memory. 

Yes, soon the bright red and golden flower 
will blossom again. 


On sunny days a couple will walk, 
with a bright sun, and butterflies, 
to join them in the peace and quiet, 
of another golden day in the forest. 


She tells of magical things, 


of wonders that have come to pass, 

and glorious days of things yet to come. 
All this from a small, beautiful bird 

who can only hum. 


- John E. Ansay Jr. 


LET THERE BE PEACE 


They play as if 
nothing is wrong. 

For the little ones 
don’t understand what 
war is and why daddy 

or mommy had to 
leave. Some think that 

they went on a trip 
for work. Others think 
that daddy or mommy 
doesn’t love them anymore, 
and will never come back home. 

Please God, let all 
daddies and mommies 

come home dlive. 


- Tina Knapp 
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LAMENT FOR A BASEMENT SPIDER 


I see a daddy long-legs spider, 

suspended between the basement ceiling 

and a window. 

From here it looks to be the dull, copper color of rust; 
motionless, many-jointed legs like broken twigs 

clinging to a flimsy and tattered looking web 

spun with no discernable pattern. 

Brooding in a twilight world 

illumined by a window of dingy, gray glass, 

where no insect may ever stray. 

The daddy long-legs is not the incomparable spinner 

that its cousins are. 

Lying among the garden plants or under the eaves, 

they weave convex spirals that mimic the becoming of the 
universe, 

anchored by gossamer spokes that radiate in all directions. 
They bask in the sun’s warmth, 

gently rocked by summer breezes. 

They are free to climb, to dangle, 

to speak of the infinite intricacies of creation. 

fan a daddy long-legs hanging motionless in an ill-conceived 
ife. 

| am without skills to weave one better. 

My garden cousins could teach me 

if | have the strength to spin again, 

if there is still time in this fleeting season, 

if someone would free me from this stagnant basement world 
as the light dims in the filmy, gray glass. 


- James D. Angielczyk 


WORLD PEACE 
One seed has the potential of 
becoming millions of 
forests. 
One person’s unselfish love 
for humanity - may have the 
potential for starting: 


The World Peace Movement 
in this decade. 


Let all of us make the effort!!! 
- Donald May 
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MUD AND JAM 


Grandmothers 
are either tired or lonely - 
Whisper it only but whisper it plain 
Make your decision and never revoke it 
Tired or lonely - either is pain. 


Grandmothers 
are either tired or lonely. 
So would you be carefree? 
Or would you be glad? 
Mud on the carpet and jam on the wall! 


But listen! 
With soft little arms tight around your neck - 
And soft gentle breath whispering 
"Oh Grandma - | love you" 
And Kiss - Kiss - Kiss! 


Yes - mud and jam. 
And this. 


- Marjorie Kammerer 


THE NIGHT 


Suddenly a tap at the window: 

Dried up leaves dancing with the 
wicked wind. 

Insects searching for tomorrow 

Sparrows singing songs of sorrow 

Owls with evil in mind. 

Until the last scream of the night. 


- Shahida Amar 


LOVE IS JUST MAGIC 


There is the magic 

From the sparkle of your eye 
Your wonderful smile 

Makes my heart beat faster 
Only the stars at night 

Feel as free as | do 

Life is so special 

And I owe it all to you. 


- Vern Terry 
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] WILL 


I will shelter you 
from the storm, 
Love you forever 
keep you warm. 


I will cherish you 
now and always, 
During the nights 
as well as the days. 


I will love you 

till death us do part, 

I will protect you 

with every beat of my heart. 


I will need you 

like a flower needs rain, 
I'll be there for you 

when you're really in pain. 


I will want you 

in sO many ways, 
You will feel love 
now and always. 


- Crystal Young 


HAVEN OF REST 


Forever is the face of the aged 

slowly ticking to death 

as time weaves in and out of darkness 
fate takes a breath 

long and drawn 

each fleeting moment 

until withered hands release the earth 
and passion in that instance 

discovers birth 


- Andria Hill 
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CEDAR MAN 


Your spirit 
looms 
beyond 
your body. 


A cedar 
man, 
not made 
of 
wood. 


Anne Lawton Lunt 


THE FOREVER PRAYER 


When I was a little girl every night I'd pray, 
"Please God, don’t let my mommy die." | need her so much. 
I can’t imagine what my life would be like without her. 
It would just be impossible, too difficult, 
Unbearable, it hurts too much to even think about it. 


As | became a woman, with a child of my own 
I find myself praying, 
"Please God, don’t let me die, until my daughter’s grown." 
I want to be there for her. 
To give her my love and support, to nurture and to care. 
She’ll need me so much in these early years. 
I’d like to share her joys and be there 
To ease her burdens and her tears. 


Now several years have passed along, 
Another sun has set. 
At home when the lights are out at night, 
And all is quiet, and all is right 
My heart is clenched and frozen tight 
Not from terror nor from fright; 
But from the feeble voice escaping 
From the room next to mine. 
Where | hear my daughter praying, — 
"Please God, don’t let my mommy die." 


- Marian Di Maio 
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Hele ae He she He ee 


Take a deep breath 
of fresh air 

Exhale fear and anger 
into the wind. 


Let down your fortress. 

He can rescue you from darkness. 
His love can release the light. 
Capture it as you let 


go. 
- Shahida Amar 


STAND STILL 


Sweetheart, my love, stand still. 
You know | love you true. 

You make my life completely full, 
and pleasure | look forward to. 

Each day my love grows for you, 
and more and more at night. 

Because without you sweetheart, 
my life just isn’t right. 


- Hardina Dahl 


NIGHT SONG 


His night is a never-ending song upon the wind. 
Moving as a flash of light in the darkness; he is never 
really sure of his destination; yet positive of where 
he’s been. Still, some unseen, internal force drives him 
and powers his struggle for freedom. He runs 
throughout the night, reveling in the speed of his body 
and soul. Heart pounding; paws repeatedly touching the 
soft, warm earth; he knows he is in his world. He is 
a breeze to the wind; a musical rhythm so clear and strong 
that he hardly notices the ground. 


- Albert Conner 
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SEASON FOR LOVE 


The sun is out once again 

No more cloudy gray skies 

I can feel love in the air 

No more tears or sad good-byes 


We're together for a reason 
Not because there’s no one else 
Love comes in different seasons 
And summer’s the one for us 


Though at times the skies may darken 
The sun is still there behind 

Ready to shine its loving rays 

Down upon you and | 

So look up to the heavens 

You will soon find your true love 
Never give in to heartache 

For it is not worth thinking of 

Love will find a season for you 


- Karen Froom 


THE MORNING 


The freshness of the morning 
Comes in radiant light 


What season we’re in will enfold 
its sight 


I picture the beauty of each season 
it brings 


The joy and the wonder of the 
start of a day it sings 


There’s nothing like the morning 
that God lets in 


It makes the day in perfect quietness 
to begin. 


- Joann Roza 
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ete Hee He Hee He 


What do we do 

When there’s nothing to say? 

When the work is through, 

When no one will lead the way. 
When the stars don’t shine at night, 
When everyone is blue. 

When the sun doesn’t seem so bright, 
And no one will be true. 

When everyone is unsure, 

When no one cares, 

And when no one is pure. 

When love is rare, 

When darkness becomes great. 
When everyone believes in lies, 
When everyone maintains to hate 
And when there are no binding ties? 


What we need is found in prayers. 
Just look through the despair. 
Hope is what we will find, 

If we keep a good-natured mind. 


- Rhea MacCallum 


WITHOUT EARTHLY CARE 


Wintery skies, snow falling to earth, 

bundled in clothing, his heart full of mirth, 

he hurried off to play 

and as he jumped and frolicked with glee 

his mind was awonder at the things he did see 
for he looked at the snow, so pure and so white, 
seemingly sprinkled with stars of the night 

and he looked at the trees, their branches so bare 
the trees that were sleeping without earthly care 
and then he saw a pond, its waters now ice 

and to go out upon it he thought would be nice 
but that the ice was too thin he could not know 
so out onto the ice did the little child go 

and then he was cold, so cold and so wet 

but only for moments did this feeling he get, 

for now like the trees, their branches so bare, 

he too is sleeping without earthly care. 


’ 


- Charles R. Voelker 
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THE FLOW OF THINGS 


On this drab but warm spring morning 

| am enraptured by the mood of nature 

Such a definite but subtle presence 

The always beautiful red, white, blue flag 

Blowing at the mercy of a sudden gust of wind 

Endless ripples appear and suddenly vanish! 

Mass bodies of people clutching at their apparel 
Protecting their well coiffed and manicured hair 

Oh! In the distance I see a balding man smiling at it all! 
And seeming to enjoy the panorama of the moment 

The order of the day dictates hurried steps 

And fanciful footwork, I’d say would be appreciated 

On Broadway! Stage, lights, action, yes I am enjoying this! 
Through this morning report I share with thee 

A kaleidescope of colors in an endless stream 

Parading before me, addressing my senses 

Waiting to be chosen like ripe fruit in season 

All movement is deliberate! 

There’s no debate, as they travel on their appointed paths! 
The caravan slows never stopping 

Like the flow of a mighty river 

Welcoming everything in its path, to join the colorful collage 
The magnificent erections of steel, brick and glass 

Stand silent and immobile providing an interesting background, 
Suddenly the sun brilliantly bursts through the clouds! 
Embracing all, demanding attention! 

There is a pause, this is no moving (violation) mind youl!! 
And the Beat Goes On!! 


- David Parker 


SOUNDS OF MUSIC 


I cannot explain this feeling 

When a musical note is played 

The overwhelming feeling of sound 
The noise an instrument has made ... 
Oh, what beauty it is to my ears 
Reverberating my soul inside 

And still | hear the tunes 

Long after the music has died ... 
With the volume up on high 

And those last keys fade 

I can still hear the music 

Long after the last note’s been played ... 


- Cindy L. Toth 
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SONG OF JUNE 


June is a symphony of color, 

Of sound, and sun, and scent; 

Let us enjoy it while we may 
Before the beauty is spent. 

June is a garden of myriad flowers 
Where many a dream reposes, 
June is a month that gleefully sings, 
"Roses, roses, roses." 


June brings us many a golden hour, 

Soft breezes sigh over langerous nights, 
Wishing to please us she gives us her heart, 
Oh June is a love song of many delights. 
Smiling and bright from dawn until dusk 
Queen of the months she will always be, 
June is a month that tenderly sighs, 

"Love me, love me, love me.’ 


- Arlene Leddy 


THE SHELL 


Chisel away at the rock 

Keep hacking, another hard knock 

Oh Lord, how often this You must do 

To shatter the shell that keeps us from You. 


We stand in our foolish self pride 

Not admitting we’re hurting inside, 

Oh why can’t we give in to You? 

We're lost if You hadn’t followed through. 


The world doesn’t listen or care 
They doubt if You’re even there. 
How often You call us "Come back, 
I'll fill your needs, you'll not lack." 


"If | didn’t love you and care 

I'd leave you in Satan’s snare, 

Oh listen, repent and return, 

I love you, it’s free, can’t you learn?" 
- Laura Lisle 
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ENCHANTED DREAM 


Sail with me on the wings of a dove, 
Escape the city, follow my love. 

We'll breeze over clouds, fluffy and white, 
Be my lover, think you might? 


Enter my mist, so cool and clean, 

A forest of love, lush and green. 

My heart awaits, will you come? 

I give you my love, please take some. 


Tomorrow we'll dream, sandy beaches and ice cream, 
Won't you follow, enter my dream? 

Later the moon will beg us to be free. 

I'll treat you right, will you agree? 


Fly with me through changing times, 

My heart rings out, hear the chimes? 

The ride is free, but only to you, 

I’m falling in love with my dream come true. 


- Suzanne K. High 


THE QUEST 


Do you still seek, old Diogenes, 

For even that one of real honesty? 

That disciple of truth is we know not where; 
Will he be revealed as we climb up the stair? 


The search has been long I have to agree; 
To be honest seems not a requisite goal. 
That trait ranks not high in man’s revelry; 
If money’s involved he sells out his soul. 


Seek on, search afar, forget not the quest; 

See through His eyes and our cause will be blest. 
Temptation’s urgings are no longer a threat, 
When untrue opponents of virtue are met. 


Hold the lamp high, my friend of the past; 
Somewhere we will find that one so obscure. 
When mortal man’s darkness is gone at last, 
All that’s dishonest will lose its allure. 


- D.D. Etep 
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THE INQUIRY 


What is a song to a man without a soul? 
What is an orange to a man without hunger? 
What is a lesson to a man without morals? 

What is an idea to a man without thought? 
What is a theatre to a man without culture? 

What is an ulcer to a man without feeling? 
What is a dream to a man without hope? 

What is an edge to a man without limits? 


The world is an abyss where nothing can grow 
unless man raises himself up from solitude below. 


- Meredith Powers 


HAPPY SOUNDS THAT WE LOVE 


The pitter patter of little feet, rushing to be hugged, or fed, 
A tiny voice saying, "My tummy really needs a cookie - or two," 
The hug is given and paid for with love. The tummy a cookie is fed. 
The little voice says, "I love you, Mummy," and gets cookie #2. 


A bird sits on the windowsill, or in a nearby tree, and sings to me, 
Melodies I do not understand - but to the ear, they are grand, 
What better gift could there be, than a melody - sung just for me, 

From a little bird in a tree. What happier sound could there be? 


The handsome man and beautiful lady for this day have long awaited 
They hold hands in the limo, hugging and kissing - unabated, 

This is their day, a memorable one, by God’s blessing two become one 
Wedding bells at the church, punctuate, the happy exigency. 


Walking through the forest holding hands, two children close behind 
The warm breeze stirs the trees and creates a pleasing sound, 

The crunch of leaves as we go, reminds us that soon it will snow, 
The snow will cover the leaves, and bring a new kind of crunch. 


There are many happy sounds, to suit the needs or preference of all, 
Popping corn, sizzling bacon, music, phone call, bouncing ball, 

New Year's Eve, 4th of July, Christmas, Halloween kids at the door, 
Crackling wood in the fireplace, a race car’s motor roar. 


The pop of the champagne cork beats them all, couldn't ask for more. 


- August E. Wasco 


226 


AND THE DREAM COMES UP LOVE 


Still fond of love and what it brings, a sweet breeze 
and the sound of a song delivered with such silken ease. 

Flowers growing wild as the morning grows into noon, a 

possible 
love affair at mid-day and a middle age that came almost too 
soon. 

TO DANCE THE DANCE OF FIRST COME, FIRST SERVED , 

ROMANCE, in silence 
there comes a scream, dream and the dream comes up love. 

Flowers on a string as birds stand up and sing, angels grow 
happy at such a chance meeting; a gift of a golden ring. 

There’s a scene that involves a pure white dove, 
dream and the dream comes up love. 

Middle of the summer showers a beauty with dark curls to wile 
away the hours; love kept in check in adolescent towers. 

A lonesome starlit night and the moon gives off such luxuriant 
light that causes shadows that were never meant to be seen; 
dream and the dream comes up love. 

Shiftless air permates the mind, an intoxicating kind that 
some swear truly isn’t fair and there’s a love that won’t 
come clean; dream a little dream. 

Sparkling eyes that always seem so clear and so true, the kind of 
eyes that reach inside and find you. 

Midmorning sunshine accosted by an afternoon rain, one deep 

look 
into the eyes of new love can forever take away any pain. 

The clouds clear from a sky of an azure blue and sparrows fly 
over doing the Lord’s work as they so often do. 

Suddenly there’s Heaven’s music raining down from up above, 
dream and the dream comes up love. 


- D. Boyd Holmes 
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